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LETTERS. 


LETTER    LXXXL* 

TO    ELIZA  f. 

will  receive  my  books 
•*-'  this.  The  fermons  came  all  hot 
from  the  heatt  :  1  wifh  that  I  could 
give  them  any  title  to  be  offered  to 
yours. — The  others  came  from  the 

*  This  and  the  nine  following  Letters  have  no 
dates  to  them,  but  were  evidently  written  in  the 
months  of  March  and  April  1767.  They  are  there- 
fore here  placed  together. 

f  The  Editor  of  the  firft  publication  of  Mr. 
Sterne's  Letters  to  Eliza  gives  the  following  ac* 
count  of  this  lady :  "  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Draper, 
"  wife  of  Daniel  Draper,  Eiq.  counfelloir  at 
f<  Bombay,  and  at  prefcnt  [i,  e.  in  iy75D  chief 
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head — I  am  more  indifferent  about  their 
reception. 

I  know  not  how  it  comes  about,  but 
I  am  half  in  love  with  you — I  ought  to 
be  wholly  fo  ;  for  I  never  valued  (or 


"  of  the  factory  at  Surat,  a  gentleman  very 
*'  much  refpe&ed  In  that  quarter  of  the  globe. — 
'*  She  is  by  birth  an  Eail  Indian  ;  but  the  cir- 
ft  cumftance  of  being  born  in  the  country,  not 
"  proving  fufficient  to  defend  her  delicate  frame 
"  againft  the  heatg  of  that  burning  climate,  me 
*'  came  to  England  for  the  recovery  of  her  health, 
"  when  by. accident  fhe  b.ecame  acquainted  with 
"  Mr.  Sterne.  He  immediately  difcovered  in 
"  her  a  mind  fo  congenial  with  his  own,  fo  en- 
"  lightened,  fo  refined,  and  fo  tender,  that 
*'  their  mutual  attraction  prefently  joined  them 
"  in  the  clofeft  union  that  purity  could  poffibly 
"  admit  of  :  he  loved  her  as  his  friend,  and  prided 
"  in  her  as  his  pupil;  all  her  concerns  became 
"  prefently  his ;  her  health,  her  circumftances, 
<f  her  reputation,  her  children,  were  his ;  his 
""  fortune,  -his  time,  his  country,  were  at  her 
"  difpofal,  fo  far  as  the  facrifice  of  all  or  any 
"  of  thefe  might,  in  his  opinion,  contribute  to 
*'"  her  real  happinefs.  If  it  :is  afked,  whether  the 
"  glowing  heat  of  Mr.  Sterne's  afFedliou  never 
"  tranfported  him  to  a  flight  beyond  the  limits 
«*  of  pure  Platoniftn,  the  publifher  will  not  take 
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faw  more  good  qualities  to  value)  or 
thought  more  of  one  of  your  fex  than 
of  you  j  fo  adieu. 

Yours  faithfully, 

if  not  affe&ionately, 

L.  STERNE. 

"  upon  him  absolutely  to  deny  it  |  but  this  he 
*'  thinks,  fo  far  from  leaving  any  (lain  upon  that 
"  gentleman's  memory,  that  it  perhaps  include* 
"  his  faireft  encomium  ;  fince  to  cherim  the 
"  feeds  of  piety  and  chaftity  in  a  heart  which  the 
"  paflions  are  interefted  to  cortupt*  muft  be  al- 
"  lowed  to  be  the  nobleft  effort  of  a  foul  fraught 
u  and  fortified  with  the  julteft  fentiments  of  religion 
"  and  virtue.'* 

After  reading  thefe  letters,  the  curiofity  of  the 
public  will  be  naturally  excited  to  enquire  con- 
cerning the  fate  of  the  lady  to  whom  they  were 
addrefled.  To  this  queftion  it  will  be  fufficient 
to  anfwer,  that  me  has  been  dead  fome  years,  and 
that  it  might  give  pain  to  many  worthy  perfons  if 
the  circumftances  which  attended  the  latter  part  of 
her  life  were  difclofcd,  as  they  are  generally  faid 
to  have  reflected  no  credit  cither  on  her  prudence 
or  difcretion. 
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LETTER    LXXXIL 
TO    THE    SAME. 

T  CANNOT  reft,  Eliza,  though  I  mall 
•*•  call  on  you  at  half  paft  twelve,  till 
I  know  how  you  do— May  thy  dear 
face  fmile,  as  thou  rifeft,  like  the  fun 
of  this  morning.  I  was  much  grieved 
to  hear  of  your  alarming  indifpofition 
yefterday  ;  and  difappointed  too,  at  not 
being  let  in. — Remember,  my  dear, 
that  a  friend  has  the  fame  right  as  a 
phyfician.  The  etiquettes  of  this  town 
(you'll  fay)  fay  otherwife. — No  mat- 
ter !  Delicacy  and  propriety  do  not 
Always  confift  in  obferving  their  frigid 
doctrines. 

I  am  going  out  to  breakfaft,  but  mall 
be  at  my  lodgings  by  eleven  ;  when  I  hope 
to  read  a  fmgle  line  under  thy  own  hand, 
that  thou  art  better,  and  wilt  be  glad  to 
fee  thy  Bramin. 

9  o'clock. 
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LETTER    LXXXIII. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

j  GOT  thy  letter  laft  night,  Eliza,  on 
-*•  my  return  from  lord  JBathurft*s, 
where  I  dined,  and  where  I  was  heard 
(as  I  talked  of  thee  an  hour  without 
intermiflion)  with  fo  much  pleafure 
and  attention,  that  the  good  old  Lord 
toafted  your  health  three  different  times ; 
and  now  he  is  in  his  eighty-fifth  year, 
fays  he  hopes  to  live  long  enough  to 
be  introduced  as  a  friend  to  my  fair 
Indian  difciple,  and  to  fee  her  eclipfe 
all  other  nabobefles  as  much  in  wealth, 
as  me  does  already  in  exterior  and  (what 
is  far  better)  in  interior  merit.  I  hope 
fo  too.  This  nobleman  is  an  old  friend 
of  mine. — You  know  he  was  always 
the  protector  of  men  of  wit  and  ge- 
nius ;  and  has  had  thofe  of  the  lafl 
century,  AdJifon,  Steele,  Pope,  Swift, 
Prior,  &c.  &c.  always  at  his  table. — 
The  manner  in  which  his  notice  began 
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of  me,  was  as  fmgular  as  it  was  po- 
lite.— He  came  up  to  me,  one  day,  as  I 
was  at  the  princefs  of  Wales's  court. 
"  I  want  to  know  you,  Mr.  Sterne  ; 
but  it  is  fit  you  mould  know,  alfo, 
who  it  is  that  wiflies  this  pleafure. 
You  have  heard,  continued  he,  of  an 
old  Lord  Bathurfl,  of  whom  your  Popes 
and  Swifts  have  fung  and  fpoken  fo 
much :  I  have  lived  my  life  with  ge- 
niufes  of  that  cad ;  but  have  furvived 
them ;  and,  defpairing  ever  to  find 
their  equals,  it  is  fome  years  fmce  I 
have  clofed  my  accounts,  and  mut  up 
my  books,  with  thoughts  of  never  open- 
ing them  again  j  but  you  have  kindled 
a  defire  in  me  of  opening  them  once 
more  before  I  die  \  which  I  now  do  ; 
fo  go  home  and  dine  with  me."— -This 
nobleman,  I  fay,  is  a  prodigy ;  for  at 
eighty-five  he  has  all  the  wit  and  prompt- 
nefs  of  a  man  of  thirty.  A  difpofition 
to  be  pleafed,  and  a  power  to  pleafe 
others  beyond  whatever  I  knew  :  added 
to  which,  a  man  of  learning,  courtefy, 
and  feeling. 
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He  heard  me  talk  of  thee,  Eliza, 
with  uncommon  fatisfaclion  ; — for  there 
was  only  a  third  perfon,  and  of  fenfi- 
bility,  with  us. — And  a  moft  fenti- 
mental  afternoon,  till  nine  o'clock, 
have  we  pafled  !  But  thou,  Eliza,  wert 
the  ftar  that  conducted  and  enliven'd 
the  difcourfe. — And  when  I  talked  not 
of  thee,  flill  didft  thou  fill  my  mind, 
and  warmed  every  thought  I  uttered, 
for  I  am  not  afhamed  to  acknowledge 
I  greatly  mifs  thee. — Beft  of  all  good 
girls !  the  fufferings  I  have  fuftained 
the  whole  night  on  account  of  thine, 
Eliza,  are  beyond  my  power  of  words. 
— Afluredly  does  Heaven  give  ftrength 
proportioned  to  the  weight  he  lays  upon 
us !  Thou  haft  been  bowed  down,  my 
child,  with  every  burden  that  forrow 
of  heart,  and  pain  of  body,  could  in- 
flict upon  a  poor  being  ;  and  {till  thou 
telleft  me,  thou  art  beginning  to  get 
eafe  ; — thy  fever  gone,  thy  fickncfs,  the 
pain  in  thy  fide  vanifliing  alfo.— May 
every  evil  fo  vanifh  that  thwarts  Eliza's 
happinefs,  or  but  awakens  thy  fears 
B  4 
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for  a  moment ! — Fear  nothing,  my 
dear !— Hope  every  thing ;  and  the 
balm  of  this  paflion  -will  med  its  in- 
fluence on  thy  health,  and  make  thee 
enjoy  a  fpring  of  youth  and  cheerful- 
nefs,  more  than  thou  haft  hardly  yet 
tafled. 

And  fo  thou  haft  fixed  thy  Bramin's 
portrait  over  thy  writing-defk ;  and 
wilt  confult  it  in  all  doubts  and  diffi- 
culties.  Grateful  and  good  girl ! 

Yorick  fmiles  contentedly  over  all  thou 
doft ;  his  picture  does  not  do  juftice  to 
his  own  complacency. 

Thy  fweet  little  plan  and  diftribution  of 
thy  time — how  worthy  of  thee  !  Indeed, 
Eliza,  thou  leaveft  me  nothing  to  di- 
rect thee  in ;  thou  leaveft  me  nothing 
to  require,  nothing  to  aik — but  a  con- 
tinuation of  that  conduct  which  won 
my  efteem,  and  has  made  me  thy  friend 
for  ever. 

May  the  rofes  come  quick  back  to 
thy  cheeks,  and  the  rubies  to  thy  lips  ! 
But  truft  my  declaration,  Eliza,  that 
thy  hufband  (if  he  is  the  good,  feel- 


LETTERS.  9 

ing  man  I  wifh  him)  will  prefs  thee  to 
him  with  more  honeft  warmth  and  af- 
fection, and  kifs  thy  pale,  poor  deje&ed 
face,  with  more  tranfport,  than  he  would 
be  able  to  do,  in  the  bed  bloom  of  all 
thy  beauty ; — and  fo  he  ought,  or  I 
pity  him.  He  muft  have  ftrange  feel- 
ing, if  he  knows  not  the  value  of  fuch  a 
creature  as  thou  art  ! 

I  am  glad  Mifs  Light  *  goes  with 
you.  She  may  relieve  you  from  many 
anxious  moments.— I  am  glad  your 
{hip-mates  are  friendly  beings.  You 
could  leaft  difpenfe  with  what  is  con- 
trary to  your  own  nature,  which  is  foft 
and  gentle,  Eliza. — It  would  civilize 
favages. — Though  pity  were  it  thou 
(houldft  be  tainted  with  the  office ! 
How  canft  thou  make  apologies  for 
thy  lall  letter  ?  'tis  mod  delicious  to 
me,  for  the  very  reafon  you  excufe  it. 
Write  to  me,  my  child,  only  fuch. 


*  Mifs  Light  afterwards  married  George  Stratton, 
Efq.  late  in  the  fervice  of  the  Eail -India  Coynpairy 
at  Madras.  She  is  fmcc  dead. 
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Let  them  fpeak  the  eafy  careleffnefs  of 
a  heart  that  opens  itfelf,  any  how,  and 
every  how,  to  a  man  you  ought  to 
efteem  and  truft.  Such,  Eliza,  I  write 
to-  thee, — and  fo  I  mould  ever  live  with 
thee,  moft  artlefsly,  moil  affectionately, 
if  Providence  permitted  thy  refidence 
in  the  fame  fedion  of  the  globe: — for 
I  am,  all  that  honour  and  affection  can 
make  me, 

THY    BRAMIN. 


LETTER    LXXXIV. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

•ir  WRITE  this,  Eliza,  at  Mr.  James's 
•*•  whilft  he  is  dreffing,  and  the  dear 
girl,  his  wife,  is  writing,  befide  me, 
to  thee. — I  got  your  melancholy  billet 
before  we  fat  down  to  dinner.  'Tis 
melancholy  indeed,  my  dear,  to  hear 
fo  piteous  an  account  of  thy  ficknefs ! 
Thou  art  encountered  with  evils  enow, 
without  that  additional  weight !  I  fear 
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it  will  fmk  thy  poor  foul,  and  body 
with  it,  pad  recovery — Heaven  fupply 
thee  with  fortitude  !  We  have  talked 
of  nothing  but  thee,  Eliza,  and  of  thy 
fweet  virtues,  and  endearing  conduct, 
all  the  afternoon.  Mrs.  James,  and 
thy  Bramin,  have  mixed  their  tears  a 
hundred  times,  in  fpeaking  of  thy 
hardihips,  thy  goodnefs,  thy  graces. — 
The  ****'s,  by  heavens,  are  worthlefs ! 
I  have  heard  enough  to  tremble  at  the 
articulation  of  the  name. — How  could 
you,  Eliza,  leave  them  (or  fuffer  them 
to  leave  you  rather)  with  imprefiiors 
the  lead  favourable  ?  I  have  told  thee 
enough  to  plant  difguft  againft  their 
treachery  to  thee,  to  the  lad  hour  of 
thy  life !  Yet  dill  thou  tolded  Mrs. 
James  at  lad,  that  thou  believed  they 
affectionately  love  thee. — Her  delicacy 
to  my  Eliza,  and  true  regard  to  her 
eafe  of  mind,  have  faved  thee  from 
hearing  more  glaring  proofs  of  their 
bafcnefs — For  GOD'S  fake,  write  not  to 
them ;  nor  foul  thy.  fair  character  with 
fuch  polluted  hearts — T/jjy  love  thee! 
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What  proof?  Is  it  their  aftions  tha$ 
fay  fo  ?  or  their  zeal  for  thofe  attach- 
ments, which  do  thee  honour,  and 
make  thee  happy  ?  or  their  tendernefs 
for  thy  fame  ?  No — But  they  wP^,  and 
fay  tender  things. — Adieu  to  all  fuch  for 
ever.  Mrs.  James's  honeft  heart  re- 
volts  againft  the  idea  of  ever  returning 
them  one  vifit. — I  honour  her,  and  I 
honour  thee,  for  almoft  every  aft  of 
thy  life,  but;  this  blind  partiality  for  art 
unworthy  being. 

Forgive  my  zeal,  dear  girl,  and  aU 
low  me  a  right  which  arifes  only  out 
of  that  fund  of  affection  I  have,  and 
mail  preferve  for  thee  to  the  hour  of 
my  death !  Reflect,  Eliza,  what  are 
my  motives  for  perpetually  advifmg 
thee  ?  think  whether  I  can  have  any, 
but  what  proceed  from  the  caufe  I 
have  mentioned  !  I  think  you  are  a  very 
deferving  woman ;  and  that  you  want 
nothing  but  firmnefs  and  a  better  opi- 
nion of  yourfelf  to  be  the  belt  female 
character  1  know.  I  wifh  I  could  infpire 
you  with  a  lhare  of  that  vanity  your 
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enemies  lay  to  your  charge  (though  to 
me  it  has  never  been  vifible)  ;  becaufe  I 
think,  in  a  well  turned  mind,  it  will  pro- 
duce good  effe&s. 

I  probably  mall  never  fee  you  more ; 
yet  I  flatter  myfelf  you'll  fomctimes 
think  of  me  with  pleafure  ;  becaufe  you 
muft  be  convinced  I  love  you,  and  fo 
mtereft  myfelf  in  your  re&itude,  that  I 
had  rather  hear  of  any  evil  befalling 
you,  than  your  want  of  reverence  for 
yourfelf.  I  had  not  power  to  keep  this 
remonftrance  in  my  breaft.— It's  now 
out ;  fo  adieu.  Heaven  watch  over  my 
Kliza  ! 

Thine, 

'YORICKe 
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LETTER    LXXXV. 

TO    THE    SAME* 

r-po  whom  fliould  Eliza  apply  in  her 
•*•  diftrefs,  but  to  her  friend  who 
loves  her  ?  why  then,  my  dear,  do  you 
apologize  for  employing  me  ?  Yorick 
would  be  offended,  and  with  reafon,  if 
you  ever  fent  commiffions  to  another, 
which  he  could  execute.  I  have  been 
with  Zumps ;  and  your  piano  forte 
mud  be  tuned  from  the  brafs  niiddle 
firing  of  your  guittar,  which  is  C.— - 
I  have  got  you  a  hammer  too,  and  a 
pair  of  plyers  to  twift  your  wire  with ; 
and  may  every  one  of  them,  my  dear, 
vibrate  fweet  comfort  to  my  hopes ! 
I  have  bought  you  ten  handiome  brafs 
fcrews,  to  hang  your  neceflaries  upon  : 
I  purchafed  twelve  ;  but  ftole  a  couple 
from  you  to  put  up  in  my  own  cabin, 
at  Coxwould — I  mail  never  hang,  or 
take  my  hat  off  one  of  them,  but  I 
{hall  think  of  you.  I  have  bought 
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thee,  moreover,  a  couple  of  iron  fcrevvs, 
which  are  more  to  be  depended  on  than 
brafs,  for  the  globes. 

I  have  written,  alfo,  to  Mr.  Abra- 
ham Walker,  pilot  at  Deal,  that  I 
had  difpatched  thefe  in  a  packet,  di- 
rected to  his  care ;  which  I  defired  he 
would  feek  after,  the  moment  the  Deal 
machine  arrived.  I  have,  moreover, 
given  him  directions,  what  fort  of  an 
arm-chair  you  would  want,  and  have 
directed  him  to  purchafe  the  befl  that 
Deal  could  afford,  and  take  it,  with 
the  parcel,  in  the  firft  boat  that  went 
off.  Would  I  could,  Eliza,  fo  fupply 
all  thy  wants,  and  all  thy  wifhes !  It 
would  be  a  ftate  of  happinefs  to  me.— 
The  journal  is  as  it  mould  be — all  but 
its  contents.  Poor,  dear,  patient  be- 
ing !  I  do  more  than  pity  you  ;  for  I 
think  I  lofe  both  firmnefs  and  philo- 
fophy,  as  I  figure  to  myfelf  your  dif- 
rrefies.  Do  not  think  I  fpoke  laft  night 
with  two  much  afperity  of  *  *  *  # ;  there 
was  caufe ;  and  befides,  a  good  heart 
ought  not  to  love  a  bad  one  j  and,  in- 
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deed  cannot.      But,    adieu   to    the    un- 
grateful fubject. 

I  have  been  this  morning  to  fee  Mrs. 
James — She  loves  thee  tenderly,  and 
unfeignedly. — She  is  alarmed  for  thee 
— She  fays  thou  looked  'ft  moft  ill  and 
melancholy  on  going  away.  She  pi- 
ties thee.  I  mail  vifit  her  every  Sun- 
day, while  I  am  in  town.  As  this 
may  be  my  laft  letter,  I  earneftly  bid 
thee  farewell.— May  the  God  of  Kind^ 
nefs  be  kind  to  thee,  and  approve  him- 
felf  thy  protector,  now  thou  art  de- 
fencelefs  !  And,  for  thy  daily  comfort* 
bear  in  thy  mind  this  truth,  that  what- 
ever meafure  of  forrow  and  diflrefs  is 
thy  portion,  it  will  be  repaid  to  thee 
in  a  full  meafure  of  happinefs,  by  the 
Being  thou  haft  wifely  chofen  for  thy 
eternal  friend. 

Farewell,  farewell,  Eliza  !  whilft  I  live, 
count  upon  me  as  the  moft  warm  andv 
difmterefted  of  earthly  friends. 

YOR1CK. 


LETTER    LXXXVI. 

TO    THE    SAME. 
MY    DEAREST    ELIZA1. 

T  BEGAN  a  new  journal  this  morning; 
•••  you  mail  fee  it ;  for  if  I  live  not 
till  your  return  to  England,  I  will  leave 
it  you  as  a  legacy.  JTis  a  forrowful 
page ;  but  I  will  write  cheerful  ones ; 
and  could  I  write  letters  to  thee,  they 
fhould  be  cheerful  ones  too :  but  few, 
I  fear,  will  reach  thee!  However,  de- 
pend upon  receiving  fomething  of  the 
kind  by  every  poft ;  till  then,  thou 
waved  thy  hand,  and  bid'ft  me  write  no 
more. 

Tell  me  how  you  are ;  and  what  fort 
of  fortitude  Heaven  infpires  you  with. 
How  are  you  accommodated,  my  dear  ? 
Is  all  right  ?  Scribble  away,  any  thing, 
and  every  thing  to  me.  Depend  upon 
feeing  me  at  Deal,  with  the  James's, 

VOL.  x.  c 
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fhould  you  be  detained  there  by  con- 
trary winds. — Indeed,  Eliza,  I  fhould 
with  pleafure  fly  to  you,  could  I  be 
the  means  of  rendering  you  any  fervice, 
or  doing  you  kindnefs.  Gracious  and 
merciful  God!  confider  the  anguifh  of 
a  poor  girl. — Strengthen  and  preferve 
her  in  all  the  mocks  her  frame  muft  be 
expofed  to.  She  is  now  without  a  pro- 
tector, but  thee !  Save  her  from  all  acci- 
dents of  a  dangerous  element,  and  give 
her  comfort  at  the  laft. 

My  prayer,  Eliza,  I  hope,  is  heard ; 
for  the  iky  feems  to  fmile  upon  me, 
as  I  look  up  to  it.  I  am  juft  returned 
from  our  dear  Mrs.  James's,  where 
I  have  been  talking  of  thee  for  three 
hours. — She  has  got  your  picture,  and 
likes  it :  but  Marriot,  and  fome  other 
judges,  agree  that  mine  is  the  better, 
and  expreflive  of  a  fweeter  character. 
But  what  is  that  to  the  original  ?  yet 
I  acknowledge  that  hers  is  a  picture 
for  the  world,  and  mine  is  calculated 
only  to  pleafe  a  very  fmcere  friend, 
or  fentimental  philofopher. — In  the 
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one,    you    are    drafted    in   failles,    and 
with   all  the  advantages  of  filks,  pearls, 
and  ermine;— in  the  other,   fimple  as  a 
veftal — appearing   the   good    girl    nature 
made   you ; — which,  to  me,   conveys  an 
idea      of      more     'unaffected     fweetnefs, 
than     Mrs.    Draper,    habited    for     con- 
queft,     in    a    birth-day     fuit    with    her 
countenance  animated,    and   her  dimples 
vifible. — If    I     remember    right,     Eliza, 
you  endeavoured  to  collect  every   charm 
of    your    perfon    into   your    face,   with 
more    than    common    care,    the  day  you 
fat  for  Mrs.  James — Your  colour,    too, 
brightened ;    and   your   eyes    fhone  with 
more   than  ufual   brilliancy.     I  then  re- 
quefled  you    to  come    fimple  and   una- 
dorned when  you  fat  for  me — knowing 
(as  I    fee  with    unprejudiced   eyes)    that 
you     could     receive    no    addition    from 
the    filk-worm's    aid,    or  jeweller's    po- 
lifli.      Let    me    now   tell    you   a   truth, 
which,  I  believe,    I  have  uttered  before. 
— When,  I  firft  favv  you,   I  beheld  you 
as    an    object   of  companion,   and   as   a 
very  plain  woman.     The  mode  of  your 
c  2 
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drefs  (tho*  fafhionable)  disfigured  you* 
— But  nothing  now  could  render  you 
fuch,  but  the  being  felicitous  to  make 
yourfelf  admired  as  a  handfome  one. 
— You  are  not  handfome,  Eliza,  nor 
is  yours  a  face  that  will  pleafe  the  tenth 
part  of  your  beholders, — but  are  fome* 
thing  more;  for  I  fcruple  not. to  tell 
you,  I  never  faw  fo  intelligent,  fo  ani- 
mated, fo  good  a  countenance;  nor 
\vas  there  (nor  ever  will  be)  that  man 
of  fenfe,  tendernefs,  and  feeling,  in 
your  company  three  hours,  that  was 
not  (or  will  not  be)  your  admirer,  or 
friend,  in  confequence  of  it  ;  that  is, 
if  you  aflume,  or  afmmed,  no  charac- 
ter foreign  to  your  own,  but  appeared 
the  artlefs  being  nature  defigned  you 
for.  A  fomething  in  your  eyes,  and 
voice  you  poflefs  in  a  degree  more 
perfuafive  than  any  woman  I  ever  faw, 
read,  or  heard  of.  But  it  is  that  be- 
witching fort  of  namelefs  excellence^ 
that  men  of  nice  fenfibility  alone  can  be 
touched  with. 
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Were  your  hufband  in  England,  I 
would  freely  give  him  five  hundred 
pounds  (if  money  could  purchafe  the 
acquifition),  to  let  you  only  fit  by  me 
two  hours  in  a  day,  while  I  wrote  my 
Sentimental  Journey.  I  am  fure  the 
work  would  fell  fo  much  the  better  for 
it,  that  I  mould  be  reimburfed  the  fum 
more  than  feven  times  told. — I  would 
not  give  nine  pence  for  the  pidure  of 
you  the  Newnhams  have  got  executed 
—  It  is  the  refemblance  of  a  conceited, 
made-up  coquette.  Your  eyes,  and 
the  fhape  of  your  face  (the  latter  the 
mod  perfect  oval  I  ever  faw),  which 
are  perfections  that  mufl  ftrike  the  moft 
indifferent  judge,  becaufe  they  are 
equal  to  any  of  GOD'S  works  in  a  fimi- 
lar  way,  and  finer  than  any  I  beheld  in 
all  my  travels,  are  manifeftly  injured  by 
the  affected  leer  of  the  one,  and  ftrange 
appearance  of  the  other  ;  owing  to 
the  attitude  of  the  head,  which  is  a 
proof  of  the  artift's,  or  your  friend's 
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falfe  tafte.  The  ####'s,  who  verify 
the  character  I  once  gave  of  teazing, 
or  (ticking  like  pitch,  or  birdlime,  fent 
a  card  that  they  would  wait  on  Mrs. 
###*  on  Friday. — She  fent  back,  fhe 
was  engaged. — Then  to  meet  at  Rane- 
lagh,  to-night. — She  anfwered,  me  did 
not  go.  She  fays,  if  fhe  allows  the 
lead  footing,  fhe  never  mall  get  rid 
of  the  acquaintance ;  which  fhe  is  re- 
folved  to  drop  at  once.  She  knows  them. 
She  knows  they  are  not  her  friends,  nor 
yours ;  and  the  firft  ufe  they  would  make 
of  being  with  her,  would  be  to  facrifice 
you  to  her  (if  they  could)  a  fecond 
time.  Let  her  not  then ;  let  her  not, 
my  dear,  be  a  greater  friend  to  thee, 
than  thou  art  to  thyfelf.  She  begs  I 
will  reiterate  my  requeft  to  you,  that 
you  will  not  write  to  them.  It  will 
give  her,  and  thy  Bramin,  inexpreffible 
pain.  Be  affured,  all  this  is  not  with- 
out reafon  on  her  fide.  I  have  my 
reafons  too,  the  firft  of  which  is,  th^t 
I  mould  grieve  to  excefs,  if  Eliza 
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xvanted  that  fortitude  her  Yorick  has 
built  fo  high  upon.  I  faid  I  never 
more  would  mention  the  name  to  thee ; 
and  had  I  not  received  it,  as  a  kind 
of  charge,  from  a  dear  woman  that 
loves  you,  I  mould  not  have  broke 
my  word.  I  will  write  again  to-mor- 
row to  thee,  thou  beft  and  mod  en- 
dearing of  girls !  A  peaceful  night  to 
thee.  My  fpirit  will  be  with  thee  through 
every  watch  of  it. 

Adieu. 


LETTER    LXXXVII. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

T  THINK  you  could  act  no  otherwife 
•*  than  you  did  with  the  young  fol- 
dier.  There  was  no  fhutting  the  door 
againft  him,  either  in  politenefs  or  hu- 
manity. Thou  telleft  me  he  feems  fuf- 
ceptible  of  tender  impreflions  :  and 
that  before  Mifs  Light  has  failed  a 
04 
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fortnight,  he  will  be  in  love  with  her, 
—Now  I  think  it  a  thoufand  times  more 
likely  that  he  attaches  himfelf  to  thee, 
Eliza  j  becaufe  thou  art  a  thoufand 
times  more  amiable.  Five  months 
with  Eliza  ;  and  in  the  fame  room ; 
and  an  amorous  fon  of  Mars  befides  !-— 
"  //  can  no  be,  majfer"  The  fun,  if  he 
could  avoid  it,  would  not  mine  upon 
a  dunghill ;  but  his  rays  are  fo  pure, 
Eliza,  and  celeftial, — I  never  heard  that 
they  were  polluted  by  it. — Juft  fuch  will 
thine  be,  deareft  child,  in  this,  and  every 
fuch  fituation  you  will  be  expofed  to, 
till  thou  art  fixed  for  life. — But  thy  dif- 
cretion,  thy  wifdom,  thy  honour,  the 
fpirit  of  thy  Yorick,  and  thy  own  fpirit, 
which  is  equal  to  it,  will  be  thy  ablefl 
counfellors. 

Surely,  by  this  time,  fomething  is 
doing  for  thy  accommodation. — But 
why  may  not  clean  warning  and  rub- 
bing do  inftead  of  painting  your  cabin, 
as  it  is  to  be  hung?  Paint  is  fo  perni- 
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cious,  both  to  your  nerves  and  lungs 
and  will  keep  you  fo  much  longer  too, 
out  of  your  apartment ;  where,  I  hope, 
you  will  pafs  fome  of  your  happieft 
hours. — 

I  fear  the  beft  of  your  fhipmates 
are  only  genteel  by  companion  with  the 
contrafted  crew,  with  which  thou  muft 
behold  them.  So  was — you  know 
who!— from  the  fame  fallacy  that  was 
put  upon  the  judgment,  when — but 
I  will  not  mortify  you.  If  they  are 
decent,  and  diftant,  it  is  enough ;  and 
as  much  as  is  to  be  expected.  If  any 
of  them  are  more,  I  rejoice ; — thou 
wilt  want  every  aid ;  and  'tis .  thy  due 
to  have  them.  Be  cautious  only,  my 
dear,  of  intimacies.  Good  hearts  are 
open  and  fall  naturally  into  them. 
Heaven  infpire  thine  with  fortitude, 
in  this,  and  every  deadly  trial.  Bdt 
of  GOD'S  works,  farewell !  Love  me, 
I  befeech  theej  and  remember  me  for 
ever ! 
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I  am,  my  Eliza,  and  will  ever  be,  in 
the  mofl  comprehensive  fenfe, 

Thy  friend, 


YORICK. 


P.  S.  Probably  you  will  have  an  op- 
portunity of  writing  to  me  by  fome 
Dutch  or  French  fhip,  or  from  the 
Cape  de  Verd  Iflands — It  will  reach  me 
fomehow.-— 


LETTER    LXXXVIII. 

TO    THE    SAME. 
MY    HEAR    ELIZA! 

X^\H!  I  grieve  for  your  cabin. — And 
^-^  the  frefh  painting  will  be  enough 
to  deftroy  every  nerve  about  thee.  No- 
thing fo  pernicious  as  white  lead.  Take 
care  of  yourfelf,  dear  girl ;  and  fleep 
not  in  it  too  foon.  It  will  be  enough 
to  give  you  a  flroke  of  an  epilepfy,  I 
hope  you  will  have  left  the  fhipj  and 
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that  my  letters  may  meet,  and  greet 
you,  as  you  get  out  of  your  poft-chaife, 
at  Deal.  When  you  have'  got  them 
all,  put  them,  my  dear,  into  fome 
order. — The  firft  eight  or  nine  are 
numbered :  but  I  wrote  the  reft  with- 
out that  direction  to  thee ;  but  thou 
wilt  find  them  out,  by  the  day  or  hour, 
which,  I  hope,  I  have  generally  pre- 
fixed to  them.  When  they  are  got  to- 
gether, in  chronological  order,  few  them 
together  under  a  cover.  I  truft  they  will 
be  a  perpetual  refuge  to  thee,  from  time 
to  time ;  and  that  thou  wilt  (when  weary 
of  fools,  and  uninterefting  difcourfe)  re- 
tire, and  converfe  an  hour  with  them, 
and  me. 

I  have  not  had  power,  or  the  heart, 
to  aim  at  enlivening  any  one  of  them, 
with  a  fingle  ftroke  of  wit  or  humour ; 
but  they  contain  fomcthing  better ; 
and  what  you  will  feel  more  fuited  to 
your  fituation — a  long  detail  of  much 
advice,  truth,  and  knowledge.  I  hope, 
too,  you  will  perceive  loofe  touches  of 
an  honed  heart,  in  every  one  of  them; 
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which  fpeaks  more  than  the  moft  iludied 
periods ;  and  will  give  thee  more 
ground  of  truft  and  reliance  upon  Yo- 
rick,  than  all  that  laboured  eloquence 
could  fupply.  Lean  then,  thy  whole 
weight,  Eliza,  upon  them  and  upon 
me.  "  May  poverty,  diftrefs,  anguifh, 
and  fhame,  be  my  portion,  if  ever  I 
give  thee  reafon  to  repent  the  knowledge 

of  me  !'* With  this  afleveration,  made 

in  the  prefence  of  a  juft  God,  I  pray 
to  him,  that  fo  it  may  fpeed  with  me, 
as  I  deal  candidly,  and  honourably  with 
thee!  I  would  not  miflead  thee,  Eliza; 
I  would  not  injure  thee,  in  the  opi- 
nion of  .  a  fingle  individual,  for  the 
richefl  crown  the  proudefl  monarch 
wears. 

Remember,  that  while  I  have  life  and 
power,  whatever  is  mine,  you  may  ftyle, 
and  think,  yours. — Though  forry  mould 
I  be,  if  ever  my  friendfhip  was  put  to 
the  teft  thus,  for  your  own  delicacy's 
fake.  —  Money  and  counters  are  of  equal 
ufe,  in  my  opinion  ;  they  both  ferve  to 
fet  up  with. 
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I  hope  you  will  anfwer  me  this  letter; 
but  if  thou  are  debarred  by  the  elements, 
which  hurry  thee  away,  I  will  write  one 
for  thee ;  and  knowing  it  is  fuch  a  one  as 
thou  would'ft  have  written,  I  will  regard 
it  as  my  Eliza's. 

Honour,  and  happinefs,  •  and  health, 
and  comforts  of  every  kind,  fail  along 
with  thee,  thou  mod  worthy  of  girls ! 
I  will  live  for  thee,  and  my  Lydia — be 
rich  for  the  dear  children  of  my  heart 
— gain  wifdom,  gain  fame,  and  happi* 
nefs,  to  (hare  with  them — with  thee — 
and  her,  in  my  old  age. —Once  for  all, 
adieu. — Preferve  thy  life  ;  fteadily  pur- 
fue  the  ends  we  propofed ;  and  let  no- 
thing rob  thee  of  thofe  powers  Heaven  has 
given  thee  for  thy  well-being. 

What  can  I  add  more,  in  the  agi- 
tation of  mind  I  am  in,  and  within  five 
minutes  of  the  laft  poftman's  bell,  but 
recommend  thee  to  Heaven,  and  re- 
commend myfelf  to  Heaven  with  thee, 
in  the  fame  fervent  ejaculation,  "  that 
we  may  be  happy,  and  meet  again ; 
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if  not  in  this  world,  in  the  next/'— * 
Adieu, — I  am  thine,  Eliza,  affectionately* 
and  everlaflingly, 


YORJCK* 


LETTER     LXXXIX. 
TO    THE    SAME. 

T  WISH  to  God,  Eliza,  it  was  poffible 
to  poftpone  the  voyage  to  India,  for 
another  year. — For  I  am  firmly  perfuaded 
within  my  own  heart,  that  thy  hufband 
could  never  limit  thee  with  regard  to 
time. 

I  fear  that  Mr.  B has  exaggerated 

matters. — I  like  not  his  countenance. 
It  is  abfolutely  killing.— Should  evil  be* 
fal  thee,  what  will  he  not  have  to  anfwer 
for  ?  I  know  not  the  being  that  will  be 
deferving  of*fo  much  pity,  or  that  I  {hall 
hate  more.  He  will  be  an  outcaft,  alien 
—In  which  cafe  I  will  be  a  father  to  thy 
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children,  my  good  girl ! — therefore  take 
no  thought  about  them. — 

But,  Eliza,  if  thou  art  fo  very  ill, 
ftill  put  off  all  thoughts  of  returning  to 
India  this  year.— Write  to  your  hufband 
— tell  him  the  truth  of  your  cafe. — If 
he  is  the  generous,  humane  man  you 
defciibe  him  to  be,  he  cannot  but  ap- 
plaud your  conduit. — I  am  credibly  in- 
formed, that  his  repugnance  to  your  liv- 
ing in  England  arifes  only  from  the 
dread,  which  has  entered  his  brain,  that 
thou  mayeft  run  him  in  debt,  beyond 
thy  appointments,  and  that  he  muft  dif- 
charge  them — that  fuch  a  creature  mould 
be  facrificed  for  the  paltry  confideration 
of  a  few  hundreds,  is  too,  too  hard  ! 
Oh!  my  child!  that  I  could,  with  pro- 
priety, indemnify  him  for  every  charge, 
even  to  the  laft  mit^,  that  thou  haft  been 
of  to  him  !  With  joy  would  I  give  him 
my  whole  fubfiftence — nay,  fequefter  my 
livings,  and  truft  the  treafures  Heaven 
has  furnifhed  my  head  \vith,  for  a  future 
fubfiftence. — 
6 
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You  owe  much,  I  allow,  to  your  huf- 
band, — you  owe  fomething  to  appear- 
ances, and  the  opinion  of  the  world  ; 
but,  trull  me,  my  dear,  you  owe  much 
likewife  to  yourfelf. — Return,  therefore, 
from  Deal,  if  you  continue  ill. — I  will 
prefcribe  for  you,  gratis. — You  are  not 
the  firft  woman,  by  many,  I  have  done 
fo  for,  with  fuccefs.  I  will  fend  for  my 
wife  and  daughter,  and  they  lhall  carry 
your  in  purfuit  of  health,  to  Montpe- 
lier,  the  wells  of  Ban^ois,  the  Spa,  or 
whither  thou  wilt.  Thou  malt  direct 
them,  and  make  parties  of  pleamre  in 
what  corner  of  the  world  fancy  points 
out  to  thee.  We  mail  fifh  upon  the 
banks  of  Arno,  and  lofe  ourfelves  in  the 
fweet  labyrinths  of  its  vallies. — And 
then  thou  fhould'ft  warble  to  us,  as  I 
have  one  or  twice  heard  thee, — "  I'm 
loft,  I'm  loft" — but  we  mould  find  thee 
again,  my  Eliza. — Of  a  fimilar  nature 
to  this,  was  your  phyfician's  prefcrip- 
tion :  "  Ufe  gentle  exercife,  the  pure 
fouthern  air  of  France,  or  milder  Naples 
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—•with  the  fociety  of  friendly,  gentle 
beings."  Senfible  man!  He  certainly 
entered  into  your  feelings.  He  knew 
the  fallacy  of  medicine  to  a  creature, 

Whofe    ILLNESS    HAS    ARISEN    FROM    THE 

AFFLICTION  OF  HER  MIND.  Time  only, 
my  dear,  I  fear  you  muft  truft  to,  and 
have  your  reliance  on  ;  may  it  give  you 
the  health  fo  enthufiaftic  a  votary  to  the 
charming  goddefs  deferves ! 

I  honour  you,  Eliza,  for  keeping  fe- 
cret  fome  things,  which,  if  explained, 
had  been  a  panegyric  on  yourfelf.  There 
is  a  dignity  in  venerable  affliction  which 
will  not  allow  it  to  appeal  to  the  world 
for  pity  or  redrefs.  Well  have  you  fup- 
ported  that  character,  my  amiable,  phi- 
lofophic  friend !  And,  indeed,  I  begin 
to  think  you  have  as  many  virtues  as  my 
uncle  Toby's  widow. — I  don't  mean  to 
infmuate,  hufley,  that  ?ny  opinion  is  no 
better  founded  than  his  was  of  Mrs. 
Wad  man ;  nor  do  I  conceive  it  pofiible 
for  any  Trim  to  convince  me  it  is  equally 
fallacious. — I  am  fure,  while  I  have  my 
reafon,  it  is  not — Talking  of  widows — 
pray,  Eliza,  if  ever  you  are  fuch,  dc 

VOL.  x.  p 
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not  think  of  giving  yourfelf  to  fome 
wealthy  nabob — becaufe  I  defign  to 
marry  you  myfelf. — My  wife  cannot  live 
long — fhe  has  fold  all  the  provinces  in 
France  already — and  I  know  not  the  wo- 
man I  fhould  like  fo  well  for  her  fubfti- 
tute  as  yourfelf. — 'Tis  true,  I  am  ninety- 
five  in  conflitution,  and  you  but 
twenty-five — rather  too  great  a  difparity 
this  ! — but  what  I  want  in  youth,  I  will 
make  up  in  wit  and  good-humour. — Not 
Swift  fo  loved  his  Stella,  Scarron  his 
Maintenon,  or  Waller  his  Sacharifla,  as  I 
will  love  and  fmg  thee,  my  wife  elect ! 
All  thofe  names,  eminent  as  they  were, 
{hall  give  place  to  thine,  Eliza.  Tell  me, 
in  anfwer  to  this,  that  you  approve  and 
honour  the  propofal,  and  that  you  would 
(like  the  Spectator's  miflrefs)  have  more 
joy  in  putting  on  an  old  man's  flipper, 
than  affociating  with  the  gay,  the  vo- 
luptuous, and  the  young. — Adieu,  "my 
Simplicia ! 

Yours, 

TRISTRAM. 
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LETTER    XC. 
TO    THE    SAME. 

MY    BEAR    ELIZA, 

1  HAVE  been  within  the  verge  "of  the 
•*•  gates  of  death,— I  was  ill  the  laft 
time  I  wrote  to  you,  and  apprehend ve  of 
what  would  be  the  confequence.— My 
fears  were  but  too  well  founded  ;  for,  in 
ten  minutes  after  I  difpatched  my  letter, 
this  poor,  fine-fpun  frame  of  Yorick's 
gave  way,  and  I  broke  a  veflel  in  my 
bread,  and  could  not  flop  the  lofs  of 
blood  till  four  this  morning.  I  have 
filled  all  thy  India  handkerchiefs  with  it, 
— It  came,  I  think,  from  my  heart !  I 
fell  afleep  through  weaknefs.  At  fix  I 
awoke,  with  the  bofom  of  my  fhirt 
fteeped  in  tears.  I  dreamt  I  was  fitting 
under  the  canopy  of  Indolence,  and  that 
thou  earned  into  the  room,  with  a  maul 
in  thy  hand,  'and  told  me,  my  fpirit  had 
{lown  to  thee  in  the  Downs,  with  tidings 
D  2 
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of  my  fate ;  and  that  you  were  come  to 
adminifter  what  confolation  filial  affec- 
tion could  beftow,  and  to  receive  my 
parting  breath  and  bleffing. — With  that 
you  folded  the  maul  about  my  waift, 
and,  kneeling,  fupplicated  my  attention. 
I  awoke  ;  but  in  what  a  frame  !  Oh  !  my 
God !  "  But  thou  wilt  number  my  tears 
and  put  them  all  into  thy  bottle." — 
Dear  girl !  I  fee  thee, — thou  art  for  ever 
prefent  to  my  fancy,— embracing  my 
feeble  knees,  and  raifmg  thy  fine  eyes  to 
bid  me  be  of  comfort :  and  when  I  talk 
to  Lydia,  the  words  of  Efau,  as  uttered 
by  thee,  perpetually  ring  in  my  ears— 
"  Blefs  me  even  alfo,  my  father  !"— - 
Bleffing  attend  thee,  thou  child  pf  my 
heart ! 

My  bleeding  is  quite  {topped,  and  I 
feel  the  principle  of  life  flrong  within 
me ;  fo  be  not  alarmed,  Eliza — I  know 
I  fhall  do  well.  I  have  eat  my  breakfaft 
with  hunger  ;  and  I  write  to  thee  with  a 
pleafure  arifing  from  that  prophetic  im- 
prefTion  in  my  imagination,  that  "  all 
will  terminate  to  our  heart's  content." 
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Comfort  thyfelf  eternally  with  this  per- 
fuafion,  "  that  the  beft  of  Beings  (as 
thou  haft  fvveetly  exprefled  it)  could 
not,  by  a  combination  of  accidents, 
produce  fuch  a  chain  of  events,  merely 
to  be  the  fource  of  mifery  to  the  leading 
perfon  engaged  in  them."  The  obferva- 
tion  was  very  applicable,  very  good,  and 
very  elegantly  exprefled.  I  wifh  my  me- 
mory did  juftice  to  the  wording  of  it. — 
Who  taught  you  the  art  of  writing  fo 
fweetly,  Eliza  ? — You  have  abfolutely  ex- 
alted it  to  a  fcience  ! — When  I  am  in  want 
of  ready  cafh,  and  ill  health  will  not  per- 
mit my  genius  to  exert  itfelf,  I  mall  print 
your  letters,  as  finifhed  eflays,  "  by  an 
unfortunate  Indian  lady."  The  flyle  is 
new;  and  would  almoft  be  a  fufficient 
recommendation  for  their  felling  well, 
without  merit — but  their  fenfe,  natural 
eafe,  and  fpirit,  is  not  to  be  equalled,  I 
believe,  in  this  fe&ion  of  the  globe; 
nor,  I  will  anfwer  for  it,  by  any  of  your 
country-women  in  yours. — I  have  fliewn 
your  letter  to  Mrs.  B — ,  and  to  half  the 
literati  in  town. — You  mail  not  be  an- 
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gry  with  me  for  it,  becaufe  I  meant  to 
do  you  houour  by  it. — You  cannot  ima- 
gine how  many  admirers  your  epiftolary 
productions  have  gained  you,  that  never 
viewed  your  external  merits.  I  only 
wonder  where  thou  could'fl  acquire  thy 
graces,  thy  goodnefs,  thy  accomplifb- 
inents  —  fo  connected  1  fo  educated  ! 
Nature  has  furely  ftudied  to  make  thee 
her  peculiar  care — for  thou  art  (and  not 
in  my  eyes  alone)  the  befl  and  faireft  of 
all  her  works. — 

And  fo  this  is  the  laft  letter  thou  art 
to  receive  from  me  ;  becaufe  the  Earl  of 
Chatham  *  (I  read  in  the  papers)  is  got 
to  the  Downs ;  and  the  wind,  I  find,  is 
fair.  If  fo — blefied  woman !  take  my 
laft,  lafl  farewell !  —  Cherim  the  remem- 
brance of  me  ;  think  how  I  efteem,  nay 
how  atfectionately  I  love  thee,  and  what 
a  price  I  fet  upon  thee  !  Adieu,  adieu  ! 
and  with  my  adieu — let  me  give  thee 
one  flraight  rule  of  conduct,  that  thou 

*  By  the  Newfpapers  of  the  times  it  appears 
that  the  Earl  of  Chatham  Eaft-Indiaman  failed 
from  Deal,  April  3,  1767. 
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haft  heard  from  my  lips  in  a  thoufand 
forms  —but  I  concenter  it  in  one  word, 

REVERENCE    THYSELF. 

Adieu,  once  more,  Eliza !  May  no 
anguifh  of  heart  plant  a  wrinkle  upon 
thy  face,  till  I  behold  it  again !  May  no 
doubt  or  mifgivings  difturb  the  ferenity 
of  thy  mind,  or  awaken  a  painful  thought 
about  thy  children — for  they  are  Yorick's, 
—and  Yorick  is  thy  friend  for  ever  I—- 
Adieu, adieu,  adieu  ! 

P.  S.  Remember,  that  Hope  fhortens 
all  journies,  by  fweetening  them— fo 
fmg  my  little  ftanza  on  the  fubjeft,  with 
the  devotion  of  an  hymn,  every  morning 
when  thou  arifeft,  and  thou  wilt  eat  thy 
breakfaft  with  more  comfort  for  it. 

Bleflings,  reft,  and  Hygeia  go  with 
thee !  May'ft  thou  foon  return,  in  peace 
and  affluence,  to  illume  my  night  !  I 
am,  and  mail  be,  the  laft  to  deplore  thy 
lofs,  and  will  be  the  firft  to  congratulate 
and  hail  thy  return.— 

FARE    THEE    WELL, 
D    4 
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LETTER     XCI. 
TO    MISS    STERNE. 

Bond-ftreet,  April  9,  1767. 

r-pHis  letter,  my  dear  Lydia,  will  dif- 
•*•  trefs  thy  good  heart,  for  from  the 
beginning  thou  wilt  perceive  no  enter- 
taining  ftrokes  of  humour  in  it — 1  can- 
not be  cheerful  when  a  thoufand  melan- 
choly ideas  furround  me — I  have  met 
with  a  lofs  of  near  fifty  pounds,  which  I 
was  taken  in  for  in  an  extraordinary 
manner — but  what  is  that  lofs  in  com- 
parifon  of  one  I  may  experience  ?— - 
Friendihip  is  the  balm  and  cordial  of 
life,  and  without  it,  'tis  a  heavy  load 
not  worth  fuftaining. — I  am  unhappy 
—  thy  mother  and  thyfelf  at  a  diilance 
from  me,  and  what  can  compenfate 
for  fuch  a  deftitution  ? — For  GOD'S 
fake,  perfuade  her  to  come  and  fix  in 
England,  for  life  is  too  fhort  to  wafte 
in  feparation — and  whilft  me  lives  in 
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one  country,  and  I  in  another,  many 
people  will  fuppofe  it  proceeds  from 
choice — befides  I  want  thee  near  me, 
thou  child  and  darling  of  my  heart !— I 
am  in  a  melancholy  mood,  and  my  Ly- 
dia*s  eyes  will  fmart  with  weeping,  when 
I  tell  her  the  caufe  that  now  affects  me. 
—I  am  apprehenfive  the  dear  friend  I 
mentioned  in  my  lad  letter  is  going  into 
a  decline — I  was  with  her  two  days  ago, 
and  I  never  beheld  a  being  fo  altered — 
me  has  a  tender  frame,  and  looks  like  a 
drooping  lily,  for  the  rofes  are  fled  from 
her  cheeks — I  can  never. fee  or  talk  to 
this  incomparable  woman  without  burfl- 
ing  into  tears — I  have  a  thoufand  obliga- 
tions to  her,  and  I  owe  her  more  than 
her  whole  fex,  if  not  all  the  world  put 
together — She  has  a  delicacy  in  her  way 
of  thinking  that  few  poffefs— - our  conver- 
fations  are  of  the  mod  interefting  na- 
ture, and  me  talks  to  me  of  quitting 
this  world  with  more  compofure  than 
others  think  of  living  in  it. — I  have 
wrote  an  epitaph,  of  which  I  fend  thee 
a  copy — Tis  expreflive  of  her  modeft 
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worth — but  may  Heaven  reftore  her  !  and 
may  me  live  to  write  mine ! 

Columns  and  labour'd  urns  but  vainly  fliew 

An  idle  fcene  of  decorated  woe. 

The  fweet  companion,  and  the  friend  fincere* 

Need  no  mechanic  help  to  force  the  tear. 

In  heart-felt  numbers,  never  meant  to  (hine, 

'Twill  flow  eternal  o'er  a  hearfe  like  thine. 

'Twill    flow    whilft    gentle    goodnefs    has    one 

friend, 
Or  kindred  tempers  have  a  tear  to  lend* 

Say  all  that  is  kind  of  me  to  thy  mo- 
ther, and  believe  me,  my  Lydia,  that  t 
love  thee  mod  truly — So  adieu — I  am 
what  I  ever  was,  and  hope  ever  mail 
be, 

Thy  affectionate  Father, 

L.  S. 


As  to  Mr. ,  by  your  defcription 

he  is  a  fat  fool.  I  beg  you  will  not  give 
up  your  time  to  fuch  a  being — Send  me 
fome  batons  pour  les  dents- — there  are  none 
good  here. 
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LETTER    XCII. 

TO    LADY    P. 

Mount  Coffee-houfe,  Tuefday,  3  o'clock, 
is  a  ftrange  mechanical  ef- 
•*-  feft  produced  in  writing  a  billet- 
doux  within  a  ftone-caft  of  the  lady 
who  engrofies  the  heart  and  foul  of  an 
inamorato — for  this  caufe  (but  moflly 
becaufe  I  am  to  dine  in  this  neighbour- 
hood) have  I,  Triftram  Shandy,  come 
forth  from  my  lodgings  to  a  coffee- 
houle  the  nearefl  I  could  find  to  my 

dear   Lady    's   houfe,    and    have 

called  for  a  meet  of  gilt  paper,  to  try 
the  truth  of  this  article  of  my  creed—- 
Now for  it — 

O  my  dear  lady,  what  a  dimclout  of 
a  foul  haft  thou  made  of  me  ! — I  think, 
by  the  bye,  this  is  a  little  too  familiar 
an  introduction  for  fo  unfamiliar 
a  fituation  as  I  (land  in  with  you — 
where,  Heaven  knows,  I  am  kept  at  a 
diftance — and  defpair  of  getting  one 
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inch  nearer  you,  with  all  the  Heps  and 
windings  I  can  think  of  to  recommend 
myfelf  to  you — Would  not  any  man  in 
his  fenfes  run  diametrically  from  you 
— and  as  far  as  his  legs  would  carry 
him,  rather  than  thus  caufelefsly,  fool- 
ifhly,  and  fool-hardily  expofe  himfelf 
afrefii — and  afrefli,  where  his  heart  and 
his  reafon  tells  him  he  mall  be  fure  to 
come  oflf  lofer,  if  not  totally  undone? 
— Why  would  you  tell  me  you  would 
be  glad  to  fee  me  ? — Does  it  give  you 
pleafure  to  make  me  more  unhappy — 
or  does  it  add  to  your  triumph,  that 
your  eyes  and  lips  have  turned  a  man 
into  a  fool,  whom  the  reft  of  the  town 
is  courting  as  a  wit  ? — I  am  a  fool — the 
weakeft,  the  moft  duclile,  the  moft 
tender  fool,  that  ever  woman  tried  the 
weaknefs  of — and  the  moft  unfettled  in 
my  purpofes  and  refolutions  of '  reco- 
vering my  right  mind.— It  is  but  an 
hour  ago,  that  I  kneeled  down  and 
fwore  I  never  would  come  near  you — 
and  after  faying  my  Lord's  Prayer  for 
the  fake  of  the  clofe,  of  not  being  led 
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into  temptation — out  I  Tallied  like  any 
Chriftian  hero,  ready  to  take  the  field 
againft  the  world,  the  flefh,  and  the 
devil  ;  not  doubting  but  I  mould  finally 
trample  them  all  down  under  my  feet — 
and  now  am  I  got  fo  near  you — within 
this  vile  ftone's  caft  of  your  houfe — I 
feel  myfelf  drawn  into  a  vortex,  that 
has  turned  my  brain  upfide  downwards, 
and  though  I  had  purchafed  a  box 
ticket  to  carry  me  to  Mifs  ******  *'s 
benefit,  yet  I  know  very  well,  that  was 
a  fingle  line  directed  to  me,  to  let  me 

know  Lady  •   would  be   alone  at 

feven,  and  fufler  me  to  fpend  the  even- 
ing with  her,  me  would  infallibly  fee 
every  thing  verified  I  have  told  her.— 

I  dine    at    Mr.  C r's    in   Wigmore- 

itreet,  in  this  neighbourhood,  where  I 
mail  flay  till  fevcn,  in  hopes  you  pur- 
pofe  to  put  me  to  this  proof.  If  I  hear 
nothing  by  that  time,  I  mail  conclude 
you  are  better  difpofed  of— and  mall 
take  a  forry  hack,  and  forrily  jog  on 
to  the  play — Curfe  on  the  word.  I 
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know  nothing  but  forrow — except  this 
one  thing,  that  I  love  you  (perhaps 
foolifhly,  but) 

mofl  fmcerely. 

1,.  STERNE. 
LETTER    XCIII. 

TO    MR.  AND    MRS.  J. 

Old  Bond-ftreet,  April  21,  1767. 

-T'AM  fincerely  afFefted,  my  dear  Mr. 
•*•  and  Mrs.  J — ~,  by  your  friendly 
enquiry,  and  the  intereft  you  are  fo 
good  to  take  in  my  health.  God  knows 
l\  am  not  able  to  give  a  good  account 
of  myfelf,  having  pafled  a  bad  night 
in  much  feverifh  agitation. — My  phy- 
fician  ordered  me  to  bed,  and  to  keep 
therein  till  fome  favourable  change 
—I  fell  ill  the  moment  I  got  to  my 
lodgings — he  fays  it  is  owing  to  my 
taking  James's  Powder,  and  venturing 
out  on  fo  cold  a  day  as  Sunday — but 
he  is  miflaken,  for  I  am  certain  what- 


LETTERS.  tf 

ever  bears  the  name  muft  have  efficacy 
with  me — I  was  bled  yefterday,  and 
again  to-day,  and  have  been  almoft 
dead ;  but  this  friendly  enquiry  from 
Gerrard-ftreet  has  poured  balm  into 
what  blood  I  have  left — I  hope  ftill^ 
and  (next  to  the  fenfe  of  what  I  owe 
my  friends)  it  mall  be  the  laft  plea- 
furable  fenfation  I  will  part  with — if  I 
continue  mending,  it  will  yet  be  fome 
time  before  I  mail  have  flrength  enough 
to  get  out  in  a  carriage — my  firft  vifit 
will  be  a  vifit  of  true  gratitude — I  leave 
my  kind  friends  to  guefs  where — a 
thoufand  bleffings  go  along  with  this, 
and  may  Heaven  preferve  you  both — 
Adieu,  my  dear  Sir,  and  dear  lady. 

I  am  your  ever  obliged 

L.  STERNE, 
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LETTER    XCIV. 

TO    IGNATIUS    S.ANCHO. 
Bond-ftreet,  Saturday  [April  25,  17673.- 

T  WAS  very  forry,  my  good  Sancho, 
•*•  that  I  was  not  at  home  to  return  my 
compliments  by  you  for  the  great 
courtefy  of  the  Duke  of  M — g — 's  fa- 
mily to  me,  in  honouring  my  lift  of  fub- 
fcribers  with  their  names — for  which  I 
bear  them  all  thanks. — But  you  have 
fomething  to  add,  Sancho,  to  what  I 
owe  your  good-will  alfo  on  this  account, 
and  that  is,  to  fend  me  the  fubfcription 
money,  which  I  find  a  neceffity  of  dun* 
ning  my  beft  friends  for  before  I  leave 
town — to  avoid  the  perplexities  of  both 
keeping  pecuniary  accounts  (for  which 
I  have  very  ilender  talents),  and  collect- 
ing them  (for  which  I  have  neither 
ftrength  of  body  or  mind)  ;  and  fo,  good 
Sancho,  dun  the  Duke  of  M.  the 
Duchefs  of  M.  and  Lord  M.  for  their 
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fubfcriptions,  and  lay  the  fin,  and  money 
with  it  too,  at  my  door — I  wifh  fo  good 
a  family  every  blefling  they  merit,  along 
with  my  humbleft  compliments.  You 
know,  Sancho,  that  I  am  your  friend  and 
well-wifher, 

L.  STERNE. 

P.  S.  I  leave  town  on  Friday  morn- 
ing— and  mould  on  Thurfday,  but  that 
I  flay  to  dine  with  Lord  and  Lady 


LETTER    XCV. 

TO    THE    EARL   OF    S 

Old  Bond-ftreet,  May  I,  1767. 

MY  LORD, 

T  WAS  yefterday  taking  leave  of  all 
•*•  the  town,  with  an  intention  of  leav- 
ing it  this  day,  but  I  am  detained  by 
the  kindnefs  of  Lord  and  Lady  S— — , 
who  have  made  a  party  to  dine  and  fup 
on  my  account — I  am  impatient  to  fet 
out  for  my  folitude,  for  there  the  mind 
VOL.  x.  E 
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gains  ftrength,  and  learns  to  lean  upon 
herfelf— In  the  world  it  feeks  or  accepts 
of  a  few  treacherous  fupports — the 
feigned  companion  of  one— the  flattery 
of  a  fecond — the  civilities  of  a  third— 
the  friendfhip  of  a  fourth — they  all 
deceive,  and  bring  the  mind  back  to 
where  mine  is  retreating,  to  retire- 
ment, reflection,  and  books.  My  de- 
parture is  fixed  for  to-morrow  morning, 
but  I  could  not  think  of  quitting  a 
place  where  I  have  received  fuch  num- 
berlefs  and  unmerited  civilities  from  your 
lordfhip,  without  returning  my  mod 
grateful  thanks,  as  well  as  my  hearty 
acknowledgments  for  your  friendly  en- 
quiry from  Bath.  Illnefs,  my  Lord, 
has  occafioned  my  filence — Death 
knocked  at  my  door,  but  I  would  not 
admit  him-— the  call  was  both  unex- 
pected and  unpleafant— and  I  am  fe- 
rioufly  worn  down  to  a  (hadow — and 
flill  very  weak ; — but  weak  as  I  am,  I 
have  as  whimfical  a  (lory  to  tell  you 
as  ever  befel  one  of  my  family — Shan- 
dy's nofe,  his  name,  his  fafn  window 
are  fools  to  it — it  will  ferve  at  leafl  to 
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amufe  you — The  injury  I  did  myfelf 
la(l  month  in  catching  cold  upon 
James's  Powder — fell,  you  mud  know, 
upon  the  word  part  it  could — the 
mod  painful,  and  mod  dangerous  of 
any  in  the  human  body.  It  was  on 
this  crifis  I  called  in-  an  able  furgeon 
and  with  him  an  able  phyfician  (both 
my  friends)  to  infpeft  my  difader— • 
'Tis  a  venereal  cafe,  cried  my  two  fci- 
entific  friends — 'Tis  impoflible,  however, 
to  be  that,  replied  I — for  I  have  had 
no  commerce  whatever  with  the  fex, 
not  even  with  my  wife,  added  I,  thefe 
fifteen  years. — You  are,  however,  my 
good  friend,  faid  the  furgeon,  or  there 
is  no  fuch  cafe  in  the  world — What  the 
devil,  faid  I,  without  knowing  woman? 
— We  will  not  reafon  about  it,  faicl 
the  phyfician,  but  you  mud  undergo  a 
courfe  of  mercury — I  will  lofe  my  life 
fird,  faid  I — and  truft  to  nature,  to 
time,  or  at  the  word  to  death — So  I 
put  an  end,  with  fome  indignation,  to 
the  conference — and  determined  to  bear 
all  the  torments  I  underwent,  and  ten 

£  2 
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times  more,    rather  than  fubmit  to  be 
treated  like  a  firmer,    in  a  point  where 
I  had  afted   like   a  faint. — Now  as  the 
father  of  mifchief  would   have  it,    who 
has  no  pleafure   like  that  of  difhonour- 
ing   the   righteous,    it    fo   fell   out   that 
from   the   moment   I   difmifled   my  doc- 
tors,   my  pains   began  to   rage    with  a 
violence  not    to   be  exprefled,     or   fup- 
ported.      Every  hour   became  more   in- 
tolerable.— I    was    got    to    bed,     cried 
out,    and   raved   the   whole   night,    and 
was  got  up  fo  near  dead,  that  my  friends 
mfifted  upon   my  fending   again   for  my 
phyfician    and    furgeon.       I    told    them 
upon  the  word  of  a  man  of  honour  they 
were   both    miftaken,    as  to   my   cafe— 
but  though  they  had  reafoned  wrong,  they 
might  aft  right;    but  that  fharp  as  my 
fufferings  were,  I  felt  them  not  fo  fharp 
as  the  imputation  which  a  venereal  treat- 
ment of  my  cafe  laid  me  under — They 
anfwered,  that  thefe  taints  of  the  blood 
laid   dormant    twenty   years ;    but    they 
would   not   reafon  with   me   in   a   point 
wherein  I  was   fo   delicate,    but  would 
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do  all  the  office  for  which  they  were 
called  in,  namely  to  put  an  end  to  my 
torment,  which  otherwife  would  put 
an  end  to  me — and  fo  I  have  been  com- 
pelled to  furrender  myfelf — and  thus, 
my  dear  Lord,  has  your  poor  friend 
with  all  his  fenfibilities  been  fuffering 
the  chaftifement  of  the  grofieft  fenfualift. 
. — Was  it  not  as  ridiculous  an  embar- 
rafiment  as  ever  Yorick's  fpirit  was 
involved  in? — Nothing  but  the  purefl 
confcience  of  innocence  could  have 
tempted  me  to  write  this  ftory  to  my 
wife,  which  by  the  bye  would  make 
no  bad  anecdote  in  Triftram  Shandy's 
Life. — I  have  mentioned  it  in  my  jour- 
nal to  Mrs. .  In  fome  refpe&s  there 

is  no  difference  between  my  wife  and 
herfelf — when  they  fare  alike,  neither 
can  reafonably  complain —I  have  juft 
received  letters  from  France,  with  forne 
hints  that  Mrs.  Sterne  and  my  Lydia 
are  coming  to  England,  to  pay  me  a  vifit 
-—if  your  time  is  not  better  employed, 
Yorick  flatters  himfelf  he  .mail  receive 
*  3 
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a  letter  from  your  lordfhip,  en  attendant. 
I  am  with  the  great  regard. 
My  Lord, 

Your  Lordfhip's 

Moft  faithful  humble  fervant, 

L.  STERNE. 


LETTER     XCVI, 
TO  j.  D N,  ESQ. 

Old  Bond-ftreet,  Friday  morning-. 

ir  WAS  going,  my  dear  D  — n,  to  bed 
•*•  before  I  received  your  kind  enquiry, 
and  now  my  chaife  ftands  at  my  door 
to  take  and  convey  this  poor  body  to 
its  legal  fettlement. — I  am  ill,  very  ill, 
— -I  languifh  moft  affectingly — I  am  fick 
both  foul  and  body — it  is  a  cordial  to 
me  to  hear  it  is  different  with  you 
-e— no  man  interefts  himfelf  more  in 
your  happinefs,  and  I  am  glad  you 
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are  in  fo  fair  a  road  to  it — enjoy  it 
long,  my  D.  whilft  I — no  matter  what 
—but  my  feelings  are  too  nice  for  the 
world  I  live  in — things  will  mend.— 
I  dined  yefterday  with  Lord  and  Lady 
S— ;  we  talked  much  of  you,  and  your 
goings  on,  for  every  one  knows  why 
Sunbury  Hill  is  fo  pleafant  a  fitua*. 
tion ! — You  rogue !  you  have  lock'd 
up  my  boots — and  I  go  bootlefs  home— 
and  I  fear  I  ihall  go  bootlefs  all  my 
life — Adieu,  gentlefl  and  bed  of  fouls 
— adieu. 

I  am  yours  mofl  affectionately, 

L.  STERNE. 


I  4 
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LETTER    XCVII. 

TO  s H s ,  ESQ. 

Newark,  Monday  ten  o'clock  in  the  morn* 

MY   DEAR    COUSIN, 

T  HAVE  got  conveyed  thus  far  like  a 
•*  bale  of  cadaverous  goods  configned 
to  Pluto  and  company— lying  in  the 
bottom  of  my  chaife  moft  of  the  route, 
upon  a  large  pillow  which  I  had  the 
prevoyance  to  purchafe  before  I  fet  out 
— I  am  worn  out — but  prefs  on  to  Barn- 
by  Moor  to-night,  and  if  poflible  to 
York  the  next. — I  know  not  what  is 
the  matter  with  me— but  fome  derange* 
went  prefies  hard  upon  this  machine— 
ftill  I  think  it  will  not  be  overfet  this 
bout.— My  love  to  G.— We  ihall  all 
meet  from  the  eaft,  and  from  the  fouth, 
and  (as  at  the  laft)  be  happy  together — 
My  kind  refpe&s  to  a  few. — I  am, 
dear  H. 

Truly  yours, 

L.    STERNE. 
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LETTER     XCVII1. 

TO    A.    L  -  E 


I 


PEAR  L  -  E,  Coxwould,  June  7,  1767. 

HAD  not  been  many  days  at  this 
peaceful  cottage  before  your  letter 
greeted  me  with  the  feal  of  friendfhip, 
and  moft  cordially  do  I  thank  you  for 
fo  kind  a  proof  of  your  good  will— 
I  was  truly  anxious  to  hear  of  the  re- 
covery of  my  fentimental  friend  —  but 
I  would  not  write  to  enquire  after  her, 
unlefs  I  could  have  fent  her  the  tefti- 
mony  without  the  tax,  for  even  how- 
d'yes  to  invalids,  or  thofe  that  have  late- 
ly ^been  fo,  either  call  to  mind  what  is 
paft  or  what  may  return  —  at  leaft  I  find 
it  fo.  I  am  as  happy  as  a  prince,  at 
Coxwould  -  and  I  wifh  you  could  fee 
in  how  princely  a  manner  I  live  —  'tis  a 
land  of  plenty.  I  fit  down  alone  to  ve- 
nifon,  fifli  and  wild  fowl,  or  a  couple  of 
fowls  or  ducks,  with  curds,  and  ftraw- 
berries,  and  cream,  and  all  the  fimplc 
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plenty  which  a  rich  valley  (under  Ha- 
milton  Hills)  can  produce — with  a  clean 
cloth  on  my  table — and  a  bottle  of  wine 
on  my  right  hand  to  drink  your  health. 
I  have  a  hundred  hens  and  chickens  about 
my  yard — and  not  a  parifhioner  catches 
a  hare,  or  a  rabbit,  or  a  trout,  but  he 
brings  it  as  an  offering  to  me.  If  foli- 
tude  would  cure  a  love-fick  heart,  I 
would  give  you  an  invitation — but  ab- 
fence  and  time  leflen  no  attachment 
which  virtue  infpires.  I  am  in  high 
fpirits — care  never  enters  this  cottage 
'•—I  take  the  air  every  day  in  my  poft- 
chaife,  with  two  long  tailed  horfes 
they  turn  out  good  ones ;  and  as  to 
myfelf,  I  think  I  am  better  upon  the 
whole  for  the  medicines  and  regimen  I 
fubmitted  to  in  town — May  you,  dear 

L ,   want  neither  the  one,  nor  the 

other  ! 

Yours  truly, 

L.  STERNE. 
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LETTER    XCIX. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Coxwould,  June  30,  1767. 
j    A  M   in   flill    better   health,    my   dear 

•*•  L e,  than   when   I  wrote   laft  to 

you,    owing    I  believe  to  my  riding  out 

every  day  with  my  friend  H ,  whofe 

caftle  lies  near  the  fea — and  there  is  a 
beach  as  even  as  a  mirrour,  of  five  miles 
in  length,  before  it — where  we  daily  run 
races  in  our  chaifes,  with  one  wheel  in 
the  fea,  and  the  other  on  land. — D 
has  obtained  his  fair  Indian,  and  has 
this  poft  fent  a  letter  of  enquiries  after 
Yorick,  and  his  Bramin.  He  is  a  good 
foul,  and  interefts  himfelf  much  in  our 
fate — I  cannot  forgive  you,  L — — e,  for 
your  folly  in  faying  you  intend  to  get 

introduced  to  the .     I  defpife  them, 

and  I  (hall  hold  your  underflanding 
much  cheaper  than  I  now  do,  if  you 
perfift  in  a  refolution  fo  unworthy  of 


60  LETTERS. 

you. — I  fuppofe  Mrs.  J telling  you 

they  were  fenfible,    is   the  ground-work 
you  go  upon — by  —  they  are  not  clever ; 
though   what   is    commonly    called    wit, 
may  pafs  for  literature  on  the  other  fide 
of  Temple-bar. — You    fay    Mrs.    J 
thinks  them  amiable— me  judges  too  fa- 
vourably :  but  I  have  put  a  flop  to  her 
intentions    of  vifiting    them. — They   are 
bitter  enemies  of  mine,   and  I  am  even 
with    them.      La    Bramine    aflured    me 
they  ufed  their   endeavours  with  her  to 
break  off  her    friendmip    with   me,    for 
reafons  I  will  not  write,  but  tell  you.— 
I  faid  enough   of    them  before   me    left 
England,     and    though    me    yielded    to 
me  in  every  other  point,  yet  in  this  me 
obftinately     perfifted. — Strange     infatua- 
tion ! — but  I  think  I  have   effected    my 
purpofe    by    a    falfity,    which    Yorick's 
friendmip  to  the  Bramine  can  only  jufti- 
fy. — I   vvrote    her  word   that   the    mod 
amiable  of  women  reiterated  my  requefl, 
that   me   would  not   write   to   them.      I 
faid  too,  me  had  concealed  many  things 
for   the  fake  of    her  peace  of   mind — 
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when  in  fa&,  L e,  this  was  merely 

a  child  of  my  own  brain,  made  Mrs. 
J 's  by  adoption,  to  enforce  the  ar- 
gument I  had  before  urged  fo  ftrongly. 
— Do  not  mention  this  circumftance  to 

Mrs.  J ,  'twould  difpleafe   her — and 

I  had  no  defign  in  it  but  for  the  Bramine 
to  be  a  friend  to  herfelf. — I  ought  now 
to  be  bufy  from  fun-rife  to  fun-fet,  for  I 
have  a  book  to  write — a  wife  to  receive 
— an  eftate  to  fell— a  parifh  to  fuperin- 
tend,  and,  what  is  word  of  all,  a  dif- 
quieted  heart  to  reafon  with — thefe  are 
continual  calls  upon  me. — I  have  re- 
ceived half  a  dozen  letters  to  prefs  me 
to  join  my  friends  at  Scarborough,  but 
I  am  at  prefent  deaf  to  them  all. — I 
perhaps  may  pafs  a  few  days  there  fome- 
thing  later  in  the  feafon,  not  at  prefent 
-—and  fo,  dear  L e,  adieu. 

I  am  moft  cordially  yours, 

L.  -STERNE* 
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LETTER    C. 
TO    IGNATIUS    SANCHO. 

Coxwould,  June  30  [1767]]^ 

•r  MUST  acknowledge  the  courtefy  of 
•*•  my  good  friend  Sancho's  letter  were 
I  ten  times  bufier  than  I  am,  and  muft 
thank  him  too  for  the  many  expfefiions 
of  his  good  will,  and  good  opinion— 
'Tis  all  affectation  to  fay  a  man  is  not 
gratified  with  being  praifed — we  only 
want  it  to  be  fmcere — and  then  it  will  be 
taken,  Sancho,  as  kindly  as  yours.  I 
left  town  very  poorly — and  with  an  idea 
I  was  taking  leave  of  it  for  ever — but 
good  air,  a  quiet  retreat,  and  quiet  re- 
fledtions  along  with  it,  with  an  afs  to 
milk,  and  another  to  ride  upon  (if  I 
chufe  it),  all  together  do  wonders. — I 
lhall  live  this  year  at  leaft,  I  hope,  be  it 
but  to  give  the  world,  before  I  quit  it, 
as  good  impreffions  of  me,  as  you  have, 
Sancho.  I  would  only  covenant  for  juft 
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fo  much  health  and  fpirits,  as  are  fuffi- 
cient  to  carry  my  pen  through  the  talk  I 
have  fet  it  this  fummer. — But  I  am  a  re- 
figned  being,  Sancho,  and  take  health 
and  ficknefs,  as  I  do  light  and  darknefs, 
or  the  viciffitudes  of  feafons— that  is, 
juft  as  it  pleafes  GOD  to  fend  them — and 
accommodate  myfelf  to  their  periodical 
returns,  as  well  as  I  can — only  taking 
care,  whatever  befals  me  in  this  filly 
world— not  to  lofe  my  temper  at  it. — 
This  I  believe,  friend  Sancho,  to  be  the 
trued  philofophy — for  this  we  muft  be 
indebted  to  ourfelves,  but  not  to  our 
fortunes.— Farewel — I  hope  you  will  not 
forget  your  cuftom  of  giving  me  a  call 
at  my  lodgings  next  winter — in  the  mean 
time,  1  am  very  cordially, 

My  honeft  friend  Sancho, 
Yours, 

L,    STERNf. 
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LETTER    CL 

TO    MR.    AND    MRS.    J. 

Coxwould,  July  6,  1767. 

"J  T  is  with  as  much  true  gratitude  as 
ever  heart  felt,  that  I  fit  down  to 
thank  my  dear  friends  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
J for  the  continuation  of  their  at- 
tention to  me ;  but  for  this  laft  inftance 
of  their  humanity  and  politenefs  to  me, 
I  muft  ever  be  their  debtor — I  never  can 
thank  you  enough,  my  dear  friends,  and 
yet  I  thank  you  from  my  foul — and  for 
the  fmgle  day's  happinefs  your  goodnefs 
would  have  fent  me,  I  wifh  I  could  fend 
you  back  thoufands — I  cannot,  but  they 
will  come  ,of  themfelves— and  fo  GOD 
blefs  you. — 1  have  had  twenty  times  my 
pen  in  my  hand  fmce  I  came  down,  to 
write  a  letter  to  you  both  in  Gerrard- 
flreet — but  I  am  a  my  kind  of  a  foul  at 
the  bottom,  and  have  a  jealoufy  about 
troubling  my  friends,  efpecially  about 
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myfelf — I  am  now  got  perfe&ly  well, 
but  was,  a  month  after  my  arrival  in  the 
country,  in  but  a  poor  (late — my  body 
has  got  the  ftart,  and  is  at  prefent  more 
at  eafe  than  my  mind — but  this  world  is 
a  fchool  of  trials,  and  fo  Heaven*s  will 
be  done  ! — I  hope  you  have  both  enjoyed 
all  that  I  have  wanted — and  to  complete 
your  joy,  that  your  little  lady  flourifiies 
like  a  vine  at  your  table,  to  which  I 
hope  to  fee  her  preferred  by  next  winter. 
—  I  am  now  beginning  to  be  truly  bufy 
at  my  Sentimental  Journey — the  pains 
and  forrows  of  this  life  having  retarded 
its  progrefs— -but  I  mall  make  up  my  lee- 
way, and  overtake  every  body 'in  a  very 
mort  time. 

What  can  I  fend  you  that  Yorkfhire 
produces  ?  tell  me — I  want  to  be  of  ufe 
to  you,  for  I  am,  my  dear  friends,  with 
the  trueft  value  and  efteem, 

Your  ever  obliged 

JL.  STERNE; 


VOL.  X* 
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LETTER    CII. 

TO   MR.  PANCHAUD,  AT  PARIS. 

York,  July  20,  17^7. 

MV    DEAR    PANCHAUD, 

T>E  fo  kind  as  to  forward  what  letters 
•*-'  are  arrived  for  Mrs.  Sterne  at  your 
office  by  to-day's  pod,  or  the  next,  and 
fhe  will  receive  them  before  fhe  quits 
Avignon,  for  England — fhe  wants  to 
lay  out  a  little  money  in  an  annuity  for 
her  daughter — advife  her  to  get  her  own 
life  infured  in  London,  left  my  Lydia 
mould  die  before  her. — If  there  are  any 
packets,  fend  them  with  the  ninth  vo- 
lume *  of  Shandy,  which  fhe  has 
failed  of  getting — fhe  fays  fhe  has 
drawn  for  fifty  louis — when  flie  leaves 

Paris,    fend    by    her    my    account. 

Have  you  got  me  any  French  fubfcrip- 
tions,  or  fubfcriptions  in  France  ? — Pre- 

*  Alluding  to  the  fiift  edition. 
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fcnt  my  kindeft  fervice  to  Mifs  P.  I 
know  her  politenefs  and  good-nature 
will  incline  her  to  give  Mrs.  J.  her  ad- 
vice about  what  fhe  may  venture  to 

bring  over. 1  hope  every  thing  goes 

on  well,  though  never  half  fo  well  as  I 

wi(h God     profper    you,     my     dear 

friend— Believe  me  moft  warmly 
Yours, 

L.    STERNE. 

The  fooner  you  fend  me  the  gold 
muff-box,  the  better — 'tis  a  prefent  from 
my  beft  friend. 


LETTER    CIll. 

TO    MR.    AND    MRS.    J. 

Coxwould,  Auguft  2,   1767. 

Y  dear  friends    Mr.  and   Mrs.   J — 
are  infinitely  kind  to  me,  in  fend- 
ing now  and  then  a  letter  to  inquire  after 
me— and  to  acquaint  me  how  they  are. 
F  2 
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—You  cannot  conceive,  my  dear  lady, 
how  truly  I  bear  a  part  in  your  illnefs. — • 
I  wifh  Mr.  J —  would  carry  you  to  the 
fouth  of  France  in  purfuit  of  health — 
but  why  need  I  wifti  it,  when  I  know 
his  affection  will  make  him  do  that  and 
ten  times  as  much  to  prevent  a  return  of 
thofe  fymptoms  which  alarmed  him  fo 
much  in  the  fpring-r-Your  politenefs  and 
humanity  are  always  contriving  to  treat 
me  agreeably,  and  what  you  promife 
next  winter,  will  be  perfectly  fo — but 
you  muft  get  well — and  your  little  dear 
girl  muft  be  of  the  party,  with  her  pa- 
rents and  friends,  to  give  it  a  relifh — I 
am  fure  you  mew  no  partiality  but  what 
is  natural  and  praife-worthy,  in  behalf 
of  your  daughter,  but  I  wonder  my 
friends  will  not  find  her  a  play-fellow; 
and  I  both  hope  and  advife  them  not  to 
venture  along  through  this  warfare  of 
life  without  two  firings  at  leaft  to  their 
bow. — I  had  letters  from  France  by  laft 
night's  poll,  by  which  (by  fome  fatality) 
I  find  not  one  of  my  letters  has  reached 
Mrs.  Sterne.  This  gives  me  concern/ 
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as  it  wears  the  afpeft  of  unkmdnefs, 
which  fhe  by  no  means  merits  from  me. 
— My  wife  and  dear  girl  are  coming  to 
pay  me  a  vifit  for  a  few  months ; — I  wilh 
I  may  prevail  with  them  to  tarry  longer. 
—You  muft  permit  me,  dear  Mrs.  J. 
to  make  my  Lydia  known  to  you,  if  I 
can  prevail  with  my  wife  to  come  and 
fpend  a  little  time  in  London,  as  fhe  re- 
turns to  France.  I  expect  a  fmall  par- 
cel— may  I  trouble  you,  before  you 
write  next,  to  fend  to  my  lodgings  to  afk 
if  there  is  any  thing  directed  to  me  that 
you  can  inclofe  under  cover. — I  have 
but  one  excufe  for  this  freedom,  which 
I  am  prompted  to  ufe,  from  a  perfuafion 
that  it  is  doing  you  pleafure  to  give  you 
an  opportunity  of  doing  an  obliging 
thing — and  as  to  myfelf,  I  reft  fatisfied, 
for  'tis  only  fcoring  up  another  debt 
of  thanks  to  the  millions  I  owe  you 
both  already — Receive  a  thoufand  and  a 
thoufand  thanks,  yes,  and  with  them  ten 
thoufand  friendly  wifhes  for  all  you  wifh 
in  this  world— May  my  friend  Mr.  J. 
F3 
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continue  blefled  with  good  health,  and 
may  his  good  lady  get  perfectly  well, 
there  being  no  woman's  health  or  com- 
fort I  fo  ardently  pray  for. — Adieu,  my 
dear  friends — believe  me  mod  truly  and 
faithfully  yours, 

JL.    STERNE. 

P.  S.  In  Eliza's  laft  Letter,  dated 
from  St.  Jago,  me  tells  me,  as  fhe  does 
you,  that  fhe  is  extremely  ill — God  pro- 
tect her!— By  this  time  furely  fhe  has 
fet  foot  upon  dry  land  at  Madras — I 
heartily  wifh  her  well,  and  if  Yorick 
was  with  her,  he  would  tell  her  fo— • 
but  he  is  cut  off  from  this,  by  bodily 
abfence — I  am  prefent  with  her  in  fpi- 
rit,  however— but  what  is  that?  you  will 
fay. 
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LETTER    CIV. 

TO     J H— S,     ESQ.. 

MY    DEAR    H.  CoXWOuld,  Atlguft  II,   1767. 

T  AM  glad  all  has  patted  with  fo  much 
•*  amity  inter  te  &  flium  Mar  cum  tuum, 
and  that  Madame  has  found  grace  in  thy 
fight — All  is  well  that  ends  well— and 
fo  much  for  moralizing  upon  it.  I  wifh 
you  could,  or  would,  take  up  your  pa- 
rable, and  prophecy  as  much  good  con- 
cerning me  and  my  affairs. — Not  one  of 
my  letters  has  got  to  Mrs.  Sterne  fince 
the  notification  of  her  intentions,  which 
has  a  pitiful  air  on  my  fide,  though  I 
have  wrote  her  fix  or  feven. — I  imagine 
fhe  will  be  here  the  latter  end  of  Sep- 
tember, though  I  have  no  date  for  it, 
but  her  impatience,  which,  having  fuf- 
fered  by  my  fuppofed  filence,  I  am  per- 
fuaded  will  make  her  fear  the  worft — if 
that  is  the  cafe,  fhe  will  fly  to  England 
—a  moft  natural  conclufion.—  You  did 
F  4 
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well  to  difcontinue  all  commerce  with 
James's  powders — as  you  are  fo  well,  re- 
joice therefore,  and  let  your  heart  be 
merry — mine  ought  upon  the  fame  fcore 
— for  I  never  have  been  fo  well  fince  I 
left  college — and  mould  be  a  marvellous 
happy  man,  but  for  fome  reflections 
which  bow  down  my  fpirits — but  if  I 
live  but  even  three  or  four  years,  I  will 
acquit  myfelf  with  honour— rand — no 
matter!  we  will  talk  this  over  when  we 
meet.—- If  all  ends  as  temperately  as  with 
you,  and  that  I  find  grace,  &c.  &c.,  I 
will  come  and  fmg  Te  Deum,  or  drink 
•poculum  elevatum,  or  do  any  thing  with 
you  in  the  world. — I  mould  depend  up- 
on G — Js  critic  upon  my  head,  as  much, 
as  Moliere's  old  woman  upon  his  come- 
dies— when  you  do  not  want  her  fociety, 
let  it  be  carried  into  your  bed-chamber 
to  flay  her,  or  clap  it  upon  her  bum- 
to and  give  her  my  blefling  as  you 

do  it. — 

My  poftillion  has  fet  me  a-ground  for 
a  week,  by  one  of  my  piftols  burfting 
in  his  hand,  which  he  taking  for  granted 
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to  be  quite  fliot  off — he  inftantly  fell 
upon  his  knees  and  faid  (Our  Father, 
which  art  in  Heaven,  hallowed  be  thy 
Name),  at  which,  like  a  good  Chriftian, 
he  flopped,  not  remembering  any  more 
of  it— the  affair  was  not  fo  bad  as  he  at 
iirft  thought,  for  it  has  only  burften  two 
of  his  fingers  (he  fays). — I  long  to  re- 
turn to  you,  but  I  fit  here  alone  as  foli- 
tary  and  fad  as  a  torn  cat,  which  by  the 
bye  is  all  the  company  I  keep — he  fol- 
lows me  from  the  parlour,  to  the  kit- 
chen, into  the  garden,  and  every  place 
— I  wifli  I  had  a  dog — my  daughter 
will  bring  me  one  — and  fo  God  be  about 
you,  and  flrengthen  your  faith — I  am 
affectionately,  dear  coufm,  yours, 

L.S. 

My  fervice  to  the  C ,  though  they 

are  from  home,  and  to  Panty. 
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LETTER    CV1 

TO    MR.    AND    MRS.    J. 

Coxvvould,  Augufl  13,   1767. 
MY    DEAR    FRIENDS, 

j  BUT  copy  your  great  civility  to  me 
•*  in  writing  you  word,  that  I  have  this 
moment  received  another  letter  wrote 
eighteen  days  after  the  date  of  the  laft 
from  St.  Jago — If  our  poor  friend  could 
have  wrote  another  letter  to  England, 
you  would  in  courfe  have  had  it — but  I 
fear,  from  the  circumflance  of  great 
hurry  and  bodily  diforder  in  which  me 
was,  when  me  difpatched  this,  me  might 
not  have  time. — In  cafe  it  has  fo  fallen 
out,  I  fend  you  the  contents  of  what  I 
have  received — and  that  is  a  melancholy 
hiilory  of  herfelf  and  fufferings,  fmce 
they  left  St.  Jago — continual  and  moft 
violent  rheumatifm  all  the  time — a  fever 
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brought  on  with  fits,  and  attended  with 
delirium,  and  every  terrifying  fymptom 
—  the  recovery  from  this  left  her  low 
and  emaciated  to  a  fkeleton. — I  give  you 
the  pain  of  this  detail  with  a  bleeding 
heart,  knowing  how  much  at  the  fame 
time  it  will  affect  yours. — The  three  or 
four  lad  days  of  our  journal  leave  us 
with  hopes  me  will  do  well  at  laft,  for 
fhe  is  more  cheerful — and  feems  to  be 
getting  into  better  fpirits ;  and  health 
will  follow  in  courfe.  They  have  croff- 
ed  the  line — are  much  becalmed,  by 
which,  with  other  delays,  me  fears  they 
will  lofe  their  paffage  to  Madras — and 
be  fome  months  fooner  for  it  at  Bombay. 
— Heaven  protect  her,  for  me  fuffers 
much,  and  with  uncommon  fortitude.— 
She  writes  much  to  me  about  her  dear 

friend  Mrs.  J in  her  laft  packet.—* 

In  truth,  my  good  lady,  me  loves  and 
honours  you  from  her  heart;  but,  if 
me  did  not,  I  mould  not  efteem 
her,  or  wifli  her  fo  well  as  I  do. 
Adieu,  my  dear  friends — you 
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have  few  in   the  world  more  truly  and 
cordially 

Yours, 

L.  STERNE. 

P.  S.  I  have  juft  received,  as  a  pre- 
fent  from  a  man  I  mail  ever  love,  a  moft 
elegant  gold  fnuff-bsx,  fabricated  for 
me  at  Paris— 'tis  not  the  nrft  pledge  I 
have  received  of  his  friendmip. — May 
I  prefume  to  inclofe  you  a  letter  of 
chit-chat  which  I  mail  write  to  Eliza  ?  I 
know  you  will  write  yourfelf,  and  my 
letter  may  have  the  honour  to  chaperon 
yours  to  India — they  will  neither  of 
them  be  the  worfe  received  for  going 
together  in  company,  but  I  fear  they 
will  get  late  in  the  year  to  their  deftined 
port  as  they  go  firft  to  Bengal. 
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LETTER    CVI. 

TO  MISS  STERNE. 

Coxwoulcl,  Auguft  24,  1767. 

T  AM  truly  furprifed,  my  dear  Lydia, 
•*•  that  my  laft  letter  has  not  reached 
thy  mother,  and  thyfelf — it  looks  mofl 
unkind  on  my  part,  after  your  having 
wrote  me  word  of  your  mother's  inten- 
tion of  coming  to  England,  that  me 
has  not  received  my  letter  to  welcome 
you  both— and  though  in  that  I  faid  I 
wiflied  you  would  defer  your  journey  till 
March,  for  before  that  time  I  mould 
have  publiflied  my  fentimental  work, 
and  mould  be  in  town  to  receive  you — 
yet  I  will  mew  you  more  real  politeiTes 
than  any  you  h^e  met  with  in  France, 
as  mine  will  come  warm  from  the 
heart. — I  am  forry  you  are  not  hero  at 
the  races,  but  les  fetes  chawp-etres  of  the 
Marquis  de  Sade  h?ve  mack  you 
amends. — I  know  B  very  well, 

and    he    is    what    in   France   would    be 
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called  admirable — that  would  be  but 
fo  fo  here — You  are  right — he  fludies 
nature  more  than  any,  or  rather  mod 
of  the  French  comedians — If  the  Em- 
prefs  of  Ruffia  pays  him  and  his  wife 
a  penfion  of  twenty  thoufand  livres 
a  year,  I  think  he  is  very  well  off.-— 
The  folly  of  flaying  till  after  twelve 
for  fupper — that  you  two  excommu- 
nicated beings  might  have  meat! — 
"  his  confcience  would  not  let  it  be 
ferved  before." — Surely  the  Marquis 
thought  you  both,  being  Englifh,  could 
not  be  fatisfied  without  it. — I  would 
have  given,  not  my  gown  and  caffock 
(for  I  have  but  one),  but  my  topaz  ring, 
to  have  feen  the  petit  s  malt  res  et  maitrejjes 
go  to  mafs,  after  having  fpent  the  night 
in  dancing. — As  to  my  pleafures,  they 
are  few  in  compafs. — My  poor  cat  fits 
purring  befide  me — yodr  lively  French 
dog  mall  have  his  place  on  the  other 
fide  of  my  fire — but  if  he  is  as  de- 
viiifh  as  when  I  laft  faw  him,  I  muft  tutor 
him,  for  I  will  not  have  my  cat  abufed 
— in  fhort,  I  will  have  nothing  deviliih 
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about  me— a  combuftion  \vill  fpoil  a 
fentimentai  thought. 

Another  thing  I  muft  defire — do  not 
be  alarmed — 'tis  to  throw  all  your 
rouge  pots  into  the  Sorgue  before  you 
fet  out — I  will  have  no  rouge  put  on 
in  England — and  do  not  bewail  them 

as did  her  filver  feringue  or 

glider  equipage  which  me  loft  in  a 
certain  river— but  take  a  wife  refolution 
of  doing  without  rouge. — I  have  been 
three  days  ago  bad  again — with  a  fpit- 
ting  of  blood — and  that  unfeeling  brute 
*******  came  and  drew  my  curtains, 
and  with  a  voice  like  a  trumpet,  hal- 
loo'd  in  my  ear — Z — ds,  what  a  fine 
kettle  of  fifh  have  you  brought  yourfelf 

to,  Mr.  S !     In  a  faint  voice,   I  bad 

him  leave  me,  -for  comfort  fure  was 
never  adminiftered  in  fo  rough  a  man- 
ner.— Tell  your  mother,  1  hope  me 
will  purchafe  what  either  of  you  may 
want  at  Paris — 'tis  an  occafion  not  to  be 
loft — fo  write  to  me  from  Paris,  that 
I  may  come  and  meet  you  in  my  poft- 
chaife  with  my  long-tailed  horfes— and 
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the  moment  you  have  both  put  your 
feet  in  it,  call  it  hereafter  yours. — Adieu, 
dear  Lydia — believe  me,  what  I  ever 
mall  be, 

Your  affectionate  father, 

L.  STERNE. 

I  think  I  mall  not  write  to  Avignon 
any  more,  but  you  will  find  one  for  you 
at  Paris— once  more  adieu. 


LETTER     CVII. 

TO     SIR    W. 
MY  DEAR   SIR,  September  19,  1767. 

>t  7  o  u  are  perhaps  the  drolleft  being 
in  the  univerfe — Why  do  you 
barter  me  fo  about  what  I  wrote  to 
you  ? — Tho*  I  told  you,  every  morn- 
ing I  jump'd  into  Venus's  lap  (mean- 
ing thereby  the  fea)  was  you  to  in- 
fer from  that,  that  I  leaped  into  the 
ladies  beds  afterwards  ?— The  body 
guides  you — the  mind  me. — I  have 
6 
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wrote  the  moft  whimfical  letter  to  a 
lady  that  was  ever  read,  and  talked  of 
body  and  foul  too — I  faid  fhe  had  made 
me  vain,  by  faying  fhe  was  mine  more 
than  ever  woman  was— but  fhe  is  not 

the    lady     of    Bond-flreet,     nor  - 

fquare,  nor  the  lady  who  fupp'd  with 
me  in  Bond-flreet  on  fcollopM  oyflers, 
and  other  fuch  things — nor  did  fhe  ever 

go  tete-a-tete  with  me  to  Salt  Hill. . 

Enough  of  fuch  nonfenfe — The  paft  is 
over — and  I  can  juftify  myfelf  unto 
myfelf — can  you  do  as  much  ? — No, 
'faith  !— "  You  can  feel  !"  Aye,  fo  can 
my  cat,  when  he  hears  a  female  cater- 
wauling on  the  houfe-top — but  cater, 
wauling  difgufts  me.  I  had  rather 
raife  a  gentle  flame,  than  have  a  dif- 
ferent one  raifed  in  me. — Now  I  take 
heaven  to  witnefs,  after  all  this  badi- 
nage, my  heart  is  innocent — and  the 
fporting  of  my  pen  is  equal,  juft  equal, 
to  what  I  did  in  my  boyifh  days,  when 
I  got  aftride  of  a  ftick,  and  gallop'd 
away — The  truth  is  this— that  my  pen 
governs  me — not  me  my  pen, — You 
VOL.  x.  <* 
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are  much  to  blame  if  you  dig  for  marie, 
unlefs  you  are  fure  of  it.  I  was  once 
fuch  a  puppy  myfelf,  as  to  pare,  and 
bum,  and  had  my  labour  for  my  pains, 
and  two  hundred  pounds  out  of  my 
pocket.  Curfe  on  farming  (faid  I)  I  will 
try  if  the  pen  will  not  fucceed  better  than 
the  fpade.  The  following  up  of  that 
affair  (I  mean  farming)  made  me  lofe 
my  temper,  and  a  cart  load  of  turnips 
was  (I  thought)  very  dear  at  two  hun- 
dred pounds. 

In  all  your  operations  may  your  own 
good  fenfe  guide  you — bought  experi- 
ence is  the  devii. — Adieu,  adieu  ! — Be- 
lieve me 

Yours  moft  truly, 

X-.  STERNE. 
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LETTER    CVIII. 
TO   THE    SAME* 

DEAR  SIR,  CoxWould,  Sept.  27,  1767* 

x/'ou  are  arrived  as  Scarborough  whea 
*  all  the  world  has  left  it — 'but  you 
are  ah  unaccountable  being,  and  fo 
there  is  nothing  more  to  be  faid  on 
,the  matter — You  wifh  me  to  come  to 
Scarborough,  and  join  you  to  read  a 
work  that  is  not  yet  finifhed— befides, 
I  have  other  things  in  my  head.— My 
wife  will  be  here  in  three  or  four  daysj 
and  I  muft  not  be  found  flraying  in  the 
wildernefs — but  I  have  been  there.  As 
for  meeting  you  at  Bluit's,  with  all 
my  heart — I  will  laugh,  and  drink  my 
barley-water  with  you.  As  foon  as  I 
have  greeted  my  wife  and  daughter, 
and  hired  them  a  houfe  at  York,  I  mail 
go  to  London,  where  you  generally  are 
in  Spring — and  then  my  Sentimental 
Journey  will,  I  dare  fay,  convince  you 
that  my  feelings  are  from  the  heart,  and 
G  a 
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that  that  heart  is  not  of  the  worft  of 
moulds — praifed  be  God  for  my  fenfi- 
bility !  Though  if  has  often  made  me 
wretched,  yet  I  would  not  exchange  it 
for  all  the  pleafures  the  groffeft  fenfualift 
ever  felt.  Write  to  me  the  day  you 
will  be  at  York — 'tis  ten  to  one  but 
I  may  introduce  you  to  my  wife  and 
daughter.  Believe  me,  my  good  Sir, 
Ever  yours, 

L.  STERNE. 


LETTER    CJX. 

TO    MR.  PANCHAUD,    AT    PARIS. 


I 


DEAR  si RJ  York,  O&ober  i,  1767. 

HAVE  ordered  my  friend  Becket  to 
advance  for  two  months  your  account 
which  my  wife  this  day  deliver'd— 
{he  is  in  raptures  with  all  your  civilities. 
-^-This  is  to  give  you  notice  to  draw 
upon  your  correfpondent — and  Becket 
will  deduct  out  of  my  publication.— 
£ 
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To-morrow  morning  I  repair  with  her 
to  Coxwould,  and  my  Lydia  feems 
tranfported  with  the  fight  of  me. — 

Nature,     dear    P ,    breathes    in    all 

her  compofition  ;  and  except  a  little 
vivacity — which  is  a  fault  in  the  world 
we  live  in — I  am  fully  content  with 
her  mother's  care  of  her. — Pardon' this 
digreffion  from  bufmefs — but  'tis  natu- 
ral to  fpeak  of  thofe  we  love. — As  to 
the  fubfcriptions  which  your  friendfhip 
has  procured  me,  I  muft  have  them  to 
incorporate  with  my  lifts  which  are  to 
be  prefix'd  to  the  firft  volume. — My 
wife  and  daughter  join  in  millions  of 
thanks — they  will  leave  me  'the  ift  of 

December. Adieu,      adieu  ! — Believe 

me 

Yours,  moft  truly, 

J,.  STERNE. 
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LETTER    CX. 

TO    MR.    AND    MRS.  J. 

Coxwould,  October  3,  1767. 

T  HAVE  fuffered  under  a  flrong  defire 
•*•  for  above  this  fortnight,  to  fend  a 
letter  of  enquiries  after  the  health  and 
the  well-being  c?f  my  dear  friends,  Mr. 

and    Mrs.   J ;    and   I   do    afiure 

you  both,  'twas  merely  owing  to  a  lit- 
tle modefty  in  my  temper  not  to  make 
my  good-will  troublefome,  where  I 
have  fo  much,  and  to  thofe  I  never 
think  of,  but  with  ideas  of  fenfibility 
and  obligation,  that  I  have  refrain'd. 
—Good  God  !  to  think  I  could  be  in 
town,  and  not  go  the  firft  ftep  I  made  to 
Gerrard-ftreet  ! — My  mind  and  body 
muft  be  at  fad  variance  with  each  other, 
fhould  it  ever  fall  out  that  it  is  not 
both  the  firft  and  laft  place  alfo  where 
I  (hall  betake  myfelf,  were  it  only  to 
fay,  "  God  blefs  you" — May  you  have 
every  bleffing  he  can  fend  you !  'tis  a 
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part  of  my  litany,  where  you  will  al- 
ways have  a  place  whilft  I  have  a  tongue 
to  repeat  it — And  fo  you  heard  I  had 
left  Scarborough,  which  you  would  no 
more  credit,  than  the  reafons  aflign'd 
for  it — I  thank  you  for  it  kindly — tho* 
you  have  not  told  me  what  they  were ; 
being  a  fhrewd  divine,  I  think  I  can 
guefs. — I  was  ten  days  at  Scarborough 
in  September,  and  was  hofpitably  en- 
tertained by  one  of  the  bed  of  our 
Bimops ;  who,  as  he  kept  houfe  there, 

prefs'd    me    to    be  with  him and  his 

houfehold  confifted  of  a  gentleman,  and 
two  ladies, — which,  with  the  pr>od  Bi- 
fhop  and  myfelf,  made  fo  good  a  party 
that  we  kept  much  to  ourfelves. — I 
made  in  this  time  a  connection  of  great 
friendmip  with  my  mitred  hoft,  who 
would  gladly  have  taken  me  with  him 
back  to  Ireland.— -However,  we  all  left 
Scarborough  together,  and  lay  fifteen 
miles  off,  where  we  kindly  parted 
Now  it  was  fuppofed  (and  have  fince 
heard)  that  I  e'en  went  on  with  the  party 
6  4 
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to  London,  and  this  I  fuppofe  was  the 
reafon  aflign'd  for  my  being  there.— 
I  dare  fay  charity  would  add  a  little 
to  the  account,  and  give  out  that  'twas 
on  the  fcore  of  one,  and  perhaps  both 
of  the  ladies — and  I  will  excufe  chanty 
on  that  head,  for  a  heart  difengaged 
could  not  well  have  done  better. — I 
have  been  hard  writing  ever  fmce — and 
hope  by  Chriftmas  I  iliall  be  able  to 
give  a  gentle  rap  at  your  door — and  tell 
you  how  happy  I  am  to  fee  my  two 
good  friends. — I  aifure  you  I  fpur  on 
my  Pegafus  more  violently  upon  that 
account,  and  am  now  determined  not 
to  draw  bit,  till  I  have  rimmed  this 
Sentimental  Journey — which  I  hope  to 
lay  at  your  feet,  as  a  fmall  (but  a  very 
honeft)  teftimony  of  the  conftant  truth 
with  which  I  am, 

My  dear  friends, 

Your  ever  obliged 

And  grateful 

L.    STERNE. 
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P.  S.  My  wife  and  daughter  arrived 
here  laft  night  from  France. — My  girl 
has  return'd  an  elegant  accompliflied 

little    flut— my   wife but   I    hate    to 

praife  my  wife — 'tis  as  much  as  decency 
will  allow  to  praife  my  daughter. — I 
fuppofe  they  will  return  next  fummer 

to    France.-- They    leave     me    in    a 

month  to  refide  at  York  for  the  winter 
— and  I  flay  at  Coxwould  till  the  firft 
of  January. 


LETTER    CXI. 
TO    MRS.    F . 


I 


D  K  A  R   MADAM,  Coxwould,  Friday. 

RETURN  you  a  thoufand  thanks  for 
your  obliging  enquiry  after  me— I 
got  down  lad  fummer  very  much 
worn  out — and  much  worfe  at  the  end 
of  my  journey — I  was  forced  to  call 
at  his  Grace's  houfe  (the  Archbifhop  of 
York)  to  refrefh  myfelf  a  couple  of 
days  upon  the  road  near  Doncafter — • 
Since  I  got  home  to  quietnefs,  and  tern- 
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perance,  and  good  books,  and  good 
hours,  I  have  mended — and  am  now 
very  flout — ami  in  a  fortnight's  time 
ihall  perhaps  be  as  well  as  you  yourfelf 
could  wifh  me. — I  have  the  pleafure  to 
acquaint  you  that  my  wife  and  daughter 

are  arrived   from   France 1  fhall    be 

in  town  to  greet  my  friends  by  the  firft 
of  January. — Adieu,  dear  madam — Be- 
lieve me 

Yours  fmcerery, 

L.    STERNE. 


LETTER    CXII. 

TO    MRS.    H-. 

Coxwould,  O&ober  12,  1767^ 
fince  my  dear  H.  wrote  me. 
•*-'  word  me  was  mine,  more  than  ever 
womaa  was,  I  have  been  racking  my 
memory  to  inform  me  where  it  was  that 
you  and  I  had  that  affair  together. — 
People  think  that  I  have  had  many,  fome 
in  body,  fome  in  mind  j  but  as  I  told 
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you  before,  you  have  had  me  more  than 
any  woman — therefore  you  muft  have 

had  me,   H ,   both  in  mind,  and  in 

body. Now  I  cannot  recollect  where 

it  was,  nor  exactly  when — it  could  not 
be  the  lady  in  Bond-ftreet,  or  Grofve- 

nor-ftreet,      or    Square,      or 

Pall-mall.— We  mail  make  it  out,  H. 
when  we  meet — I  impatiently  long  for 

it 'tis     no     matter — I     cannot    now 

ftand  writing  to  you  to-day — I  will 
make  it  up  next  poft — for  dinner  is  upon 
table,  and  if  I  make  Lord  F— —  ftay, 

he  will  not  frank  this. How  do  you 

do  ?  Which  parts  of  Triftram  do  you 
like  beft  ?— • God  blefs  you. 

Yours, 

L.  STERNE. 
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LETTER     CXIII. 
TO    MR.  AND    MRS.  J . 

Coxwould,  November  12,  1767. 

T?ORGJVE    me,    dear  Mrs.   J ,    if 

-**  I  am  troublefome  in  writing  fome- 
thing  betwixt  a  letter  and  a  card,  to 
enquire  after  you  and  my  good  friend 

Mr.   J ,     whom    'tis    an    age    fince 

I  have   heard    a  •  fy liable    of. 1  think 

fo,  however,  and  never  more  felt  the 
want  of  a  houfe  I  efteem  fo  much,  as 
I  do  now  when  I  can  hear  tidings  of  it 
fo  feliiom — and  have  nothing  to  recom- 
penfe  my  defires  of  feeing  its  kind  pof- 
feflbrs,  but  the  hopes  before  me  of  do- 
ing it  by  Chriftmas. — I  long  fadly  to 

fee    you — and   my   friend   Mr.  J . 

I  am  ftill  at  Coxwould — my  wife  and 
girl  *  here. — She  is  a  dear  good  creature 

*  Mrs.  Medalle  thinks  an  apology  may  be  ne* 
ccfiavy  for  publifhing  this  Letter — the  beft  flie  can 
offer  is — that  it  was  written  by  a  fond  parent 
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— aflfe&ionate,  and  moft  elegant  in 
body  and  mind — (he  is  all  heaven 
could  give  me  in  a  daughter — but  like 
other  bleifings,  not  given,  but  lent ; 
for  her  mother  loves  France — and  this 
dear  part  of  me  mutt  be  torn  from  my 
arms  to  follow  her  mother,  who  feems 
inclined  to  eftablifh  her  in  France, 
where  me  has  had  many  advantageous 
offers. — Do  not  fmile  at  my  weaknefs, 
when  I  fay  I  don't  wonder  at  it,  for 
(he  is  as  accomplifh'd  a  flut  as  France 
can  produce.— You  mail  excufe  all 
this  —  if  you  won't,  I  defire  Mr. 
J  to  be  my  advocate  —  but 

I  know  I  don't  -want  one. — With 
what  pleafure  mail  I  embrace  your 
dear  little  pledge — whom  I  hope  to 
fee  every  hour  increafmg  in  ftature, 
and  in  favour,  both  with  God  and 
man  ! — I  kifs  all  your  hands  with  a 

moft   devout  and  friendly  heart. No 

man  can  wifii  you  more  good  than  your 

(whofe  commendation  (he  i»  proud  of)  to  a  very 
fincere  friend. 
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meagre  friend  does — few  fo  much,  for 
I  am  with  infinite  cordiality,  gratitude,- 
2nd  honefl  affection, 

My  dear  Mrs.  J , 

Yonr  ever  faithful 

L.  STERNE. 

P.  S.    My    Sentimental   Journey   wilt 

pleafe   Mrs.  J -,   and   my   Lydia— 

I  can  anfwer  for  thofe  two.  It  is  a  fub- 
ject  which  works  well,  and  fuits  the 
frame  of  mind  I  have  been  in  for  fome 
time  paft — I  told  you  my  defign  in  it  was 
to  teach  us  to  love  the  world  and  our 
fellow-creatures  better  than  we  do — fo  it 
runs  mod  upon  thofe  gentler  paffions  and 
affections,  which  aid  fo  much  to  it. 
Adieu,  and  may  you  and  my  worthy 

ffiend   Mr.  J continue   examples 

qf  the  doctrine  I  teach  i 
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LETTEJR.    CXIV. 

TO   -MRS.    H, 

Coxwonld,  Nov.  15,  1767. 

T^OW   be  a  good    dear    woman,    my 

•**^    H ,    and  execute  thefe  com- 

miflions  well— and  when  I  fee  you  I 
will  give  you  a  kifs— there's  for  you  \ — • 
But  I  have  fomething  elfe  for  you  which 
I  am  fabricating  at  a  great  rate,  and 
that  is  my  Sentimental  Journey,  which 
(halt  make  you  cry  as  much  as  it  has  af- 
fected me— or  I  will  give  up  the  buli- 
nefs  of  fentimental  writing — and  write 
to  the  body— that  is,  H.  what  I  am 
doing  in  writing  to  you—but  you  are  a 
good  body,  which  is  worth  half  a  fcore 
mean  fouls.!-— 

I  am  yours,  &c«  &c. 

L.    SHANDY. 
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LETTER    CXV. 

TO     A.    L £,     ESQ.. 


Y 


Coxwould,  November  19,  1767. 

ou    make    yourfelf  unhappy,    dear 

L e,  by   imaginary  ills— which 

you  might  fhun  inftead  of  putting 
yourfelf  in  the  way  of. — Would  not 
any  man  in  his  fenfes  fly  from  the  ob- 
jed  he  adores,  and  not  wafte  his  time 
and  his  health  in  increafmg  his  mifery 
by  fo  vain  a  purfuit  ? — The  idol  of  your 
heart  is  one  of  ten  thoufand.—  The 
Duke  of  —  has  long  fighed  in  vain — 
and  can  you  fuppofe  a  woman  will  liften 
to  you  that  is  proof  againit  titles,  flars* 
and  red  '  ribands  ? — Her  heart  (believe 

me,  L e)   will  not   be  taken  in   by 

fine  men,  or  fine  fpeeches — if  it  mould 
ever  feel  a  preference,  it  will  choofe  an 
objed  ;for  itfelf,  and  it  muft  be  a  fin- 
gular  character  that  can  make  an  im- 
preflion  on  fuch  a  being — flie  has  a 
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platonic  way  of  thinking,  and  knows 
love  only  by  name— the  natural  referve 
of  her  character,  which  you  complain 
of,  proceeds  not  from  pride,  but'  from. 
a  fuperiority  of  underftanding,  which 
makes  her  defpife  every  man  that  turns 
himfelf  into  a  fool — Take  my  advice, 

and  pay  your  addreffes  to  Mifs ; 

me  efteems  you,  and  time  will  wear  off 
an  attachment  which  has  taken  fo  deep 

a    root    in    your   heart. 1    pity    you 

from  my  foul — but  we  are  all  born  with 
paffions  which  ebb  and  flow  (elfe  they 
would  play  the  devil  with  us)  to,  dif- 
ferent objects — and  the  beft  advice  I 

can   give  you,  L e,   is    to   turn   the 

tide  of  yours  another  way. — I  know 
not  whether  I  fhall  write  again  while  I 
flay  at  Coxwould. — I  am  in  earneft  at 
my  fentimental  work — and  intend  be- 
ing in  town  foon  after  Chriftmas— in 
the  mean  time  adieu. — Let  me  hear 
from  you,  and  believe  me,  dear  L. 
Yours,  &c. 

L.  STERNE. 
VOL.   X.  H 
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LETTER    CXVI. 

TO    THE    EARL    OF    • 

Coxwould,  November  28,  1767* 

MY    LORD, 

*^pis  with  the  greateft  pleafure  I 
take  my  pen  to  thank  your  Lord- 
fhip  for  your  letter  of  enquiry  about 
Yorick — he  has  worn  out  both  his  fpi- 
rits  and  body  with,  the  Sentimental 
Journey — 'tis  true  that  an  author  mud 
feel  himfelf,  or  his  reader  will  not — 
but  I  have  torn  my  whole  frame  into 
pieces  by  my  feelings — I  believe  the 
brain  ftands  as  much  in  need  of  recruit- 
ing as  the  body — therefore  I  (hall  fet  out 
for  town  the  twentieth  of  next  month, 
after  having  recruited  myfelf  a  week 
at  York.  I  might  indeed  folace  my- 
felf with  my  wife  (who  is  come  from 
France),  but  in  facl:  I  have  long  been 
a  fentimental  being  —  whatever  your 
Lordfhip  may  think  to  the  contrary. 
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The  world  has  imagined,  becaufe  I 
wrote  Triftrarri  Shandy,  that  I  was 
myfelf  more  Shandean  than  I  really 
ever  was — 'tis  a  good-natured  world 
we  live  in,  and  we  are  often  painted 
in  divers  colours  according  to  the  ideas 

each    one   frames  in    his    head. A 

very  agreeable  lady  arrived  three  years 
ago  at  York,  in  her  road  to  Scarbo- 
rough— I  had  the  honour  of  being  ac- 
quainted with  her,  and  was  her  chape- 
ron— all  the  females  were  very  inqui- 
fuive  to  know  who  me  was — "  Do 
not  tell,  ladies,  'tis  a  miflrefs  my 
wife  has  recommended  to  me-r- 
nay  moreover  has  fent  her  from. 

France." 

I  hope  my  book  will  pleafe  you, 
my  Lord,  and  then  my  labour  will 
not  be  totally  in  vain.  If  it  is  not 
thought  a  chafte  book,  mercy  on  them 
that  read  it,  for  they  muft  have 
warm  imaginations  indeed ! — Can  your 
Lordftiip  forgive  my  not  making  this 
H  2 


loo  LETTERS. 

a    longer    epiflle? In.    fhort,    I    can 

but  add  this,  which  you  already  know 
— that  I  am  with  gratitude  and  friend- 
fhip, 

My  Lord, 

Your  obedient  faithful, 

L.  STERNE. 

If  your  Lordfhip  is  in  town  in 
Spring,  I  fhould  be  happy  if  you 
became  acquainted  with  my  friends 
in  .Gerrard-ftreet — you  would  efteem 
the  hufband,  and  honour  the  wife — 
me  is  the  reverfe  of  mod  of  her  fex 
— they  have  various  purfuits — me 
but  one — that  of  pleafing  her  huf- 
band,— 
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LETTER    CXVII. 

TO    HIS    EXCELLENCY    SIR    G.    M. 

Cox  would,   December  3,   1767- 

MY    DEAR     FRIEND, 

FOR  tho*  you  are  his  Excellency,  and 
I  ftill  but  parfon  Yorick— I  ftill 
muft  call  you  fo — and  were  you  to 
be  next  Emperor  of  Ruflia,  I  could 
not  write  to  you,  or  fpeak  of  you,  un- 
der any  other  relation — I  felicitate  you, 
I  don't  fay  how  much,  becaufe  I  can't 
— I  always  had  fomething  like  a  kind 
of  revelation  within  me,  which  pointed 
out  this  track  for  you,  in  which  you  are 
fo  happily  advanced — it  was  not  only 
my  wifhes  for  you,  which  were  ever 
ardent  enough  to  impofe  upon  a  vifion- 
ary  brain,  but  I  thought  I  actually 
faw  you  juft  where  you  now  are — and 
that  is  juft,  my  dear  Macartney,  where 
you  mould  be.— I  mould  long,  long 
ago  have  acknowledged  the  kindnefs 
H  3 
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of  a  letter   of  yours  from  Peterfbourg; 
but    hearing    daily    accounts     you     was 
leaving  it — this  is  the  firft  time  I  knew 
well     where     my      thanks     would     find 
you — how      they     will      find      you,      I 
know   well — that    is  -  the    fame    I    ever 
knew  you.     In  three  weeks  I   mail   kifs 
your  hand. — and  fooner,    if  I   can  finifh 
my     Sentimental    Journey. — The     deuce 
take   all   fentiments  !     I   wifh   there  was 
not    one    in    the    world ! — My    wife   is 
come   to   pay   me   a   fentimental  vifit   as 
far   as    from  Avignon  — and  the  politeffe 
arifing  from  fuch  a  proof  of  her    urba- 
nity   has  robbed  me  of  a  month's  writ- 
ing,   or   I    had   been    in    town    now. — I 
am  going  to  lye-in  j    being  at   Chriftmas 
at  my  full    reckoning — and   unlefs  what 
I  mail  bring  forth  is  not  prefyd  to  death 
by  thefe  devils  of  printers,    I  mail  have 
the  honour  of  prefenting  to  you  a  couple 
of  as  clean    brats    as    ever    chafte    brain 
conceived — they     are     frolickfome     too, 
mais    cela     n'empeche    pas — I    put     your 
name     down     with     many     wrong    and 
right    honourable*)    knowing    you    would 


LETTERS.  103 

take  it  not  well  if  I  did  not  make  myfel  f 
happy  with  it.     Adieu,  my  dear  friend. 
Believe  me  yours,  &c. 

L.  STERNE. 


P.  S.     If  you  fee  Mr.  Crawfurd, 
lm  I  greet  him  kindly. 


.   tell 
him  I 


LETTER    CXVIII, 

TO  A.  L— — E,  ESQ., 

DEAR  L.  Coxwould,  December  7,  1767. 

y  SAID  I  would  not  perhaps  write  any 
•*•  more,  but  it  would  be  unkind  not  to 
reply  to  fo  interefling  a  letter  as  yours— 
I  am  certain  you  may  depend  upon  Lord 
*s  promifes — he  will  take  care  of 
you  in  the  befl  manner  he  can,  and  your 
knowledge  of  the  world,  and,  of  lan- 
guages in  particular,  will  make  you  ufeful 
in  any  department — If  his  Lordfhip's 
fcheme  does  not  fucceed,  leave  the  king- 
dom —go  to  the  eaft,  or  the  weft,  for 
travelling  would  be  of  infinite  fervice  to 
H4 
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both  your  body  and  mind — But  more  of 
this  when  we  meet — now  to  my  own  af- 
fairs.  1  have  had  an  offer  of  ex- 
changing two  pieces  of  preferment  I 
hold  here,  for  a  living  of  three  hundred 
and  fifty  pounds  a  year  in  Surry,  about 
thirty  miles  from  London,  and  retaining 
Coxwould,  and  my  prebendary fhip — the 
country  alfo  is  fweet— but  I  will  not, 
cannot  come  to  any  determination,  till 
I  have  confulted  with  you,  and  my  other 
friends. — I  have  great  offers  too  in  Ire- 
land—the bifhops  of  C and  R 

are  both  my  friends — but  I  have  rejected 

every   propofal,   unlefs  Mrs.  S and 

my  Lydia  could  accompany  me  thither 
—I  live  for  the  fake  of  my  girl,  and 
with  her  fweet  light  burthen  in  my  arms, 
I  could  get  up  fad  the  hill  of  prefer- 
ment, if  I  chofe  it — but  without  my 
Lydia,  if  a  mitre  was  offered  me,  it 
would  fit  uneafy  upon  my  brow.—— 

Mrs.  S Js  '  health  is   infupportable  in 

England. — She  muft  return  to  France, 
and  juflice  and  humanity  forbid  me  to 
oppofe  it. — 1  will  allow  her  enough  to 


LETTERS.  105 

live    comfortably,    until    fhe   can    rejoin 
me. — My   heart   bleeds,    L — e,    when   I 

think  of  parting  with  my  child 'twill 

be  like  the  feparation  of  foul  and  body 
—and  equal  to  nothing  but  what  paflfes 
at  that  tremendous  moment ;  and  like  it 
in  one  refpeft,  for  fhe  will  be  in  one 
kingdom,  whilft  I  am  in  another. — You 
will  laugh  at  my  weaknefs — but  I  can- 
not help  it — for  fhe  is  a  dear  difmte- 
refled  girl — As  a  proof  of  it — when  fhe 
left  Coxwould,  and  I  bad  her  adieu,  I 
pulled  out  my  purfe  and  offered  her  ten 
guineas  for  her  private  pleafures — her 
anfwer  was  pretty,  aad  affected  me  too 
much  :  "  No,  my  'dear  papa,  our  ex- 
pences  of  coming  from  France  may 
have  flraitened  yo.u — I  would  rather  put 
an  hundred  guineas  into  your  pocket  than 
take  ten  out  of  it." — I  burft  into  tears 
— but  why  do  I  praclife  on  your  feelings 
— by  dwelling  on  a  fubjeft  that  will 
touch  your  heart  ? — It  is  too  much  melt- 
ed already  by  its  own  fufferings,  L — e, 
for  me  to  add  a  pang,  or  caufe  a  fingle 
figh.— God  blefs  you— I  mall  hope  to 
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greet  you  by  New-year's-day  in  perfect 
health — Adieu,  my  dear  friend — I  am 
mod  truly  and  cordially  yours, 


L.  STERNE. 


LETTER    CXIX. 

TQ     J —     H S — ,      ESQ.. 

[December  1767}. 

T  i  T  E  R  A  s  veftras  lepidiflimas,  mi  con- 
•*-'  Ibbririe,  confobrihis  meis  omnibus 
carior,  accepi  die  Veneris ;  fed  pofta, 
non  rediebat  verfus  Aquilonem  eo  die, 
aliter  fcripfiflem  prout  defiderabas.  Ne- 
fcio  quid  eft  materia  cum  me,  fed  fum 
fatigatus  &  segrotus  de  mea  uxore  plus 
quam  unquam — &  fum  pofieffus  cum 
diabolo  qui  pellet  me  in  urbem — &  tu 
es  pofleffus  cum  eodem  malo  fpiritu  qui 
te  tenet  in  deferto  efle  tentatum  ancillis 
tuis,  et  perturbatum  uxore  tua — crede 
mihi,  mi  Antoni,  quod  ifthasc  non  eft 
via  ad  falutem  five  hodiernam,  five  eter- 
nam  5  num  tu  incipis  cogitare  de  pecu- 
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nia,  quce,  ut  ait  San&us  Paulus,  eft  ra- 
dix omnium  malorum,  &  non  fatis  dicis 
in  corde  tuo,  ego  Antonius  de  Caflello 
Infirmo,  fum  jam  quadraginta  &  plus 
annos  natus,  &  explcvi  oftavum  meum 
luftrum,  et  tempus  eft  me  curare,  & 
meipfum  Antonium  facere  hominem  fe- 
licem  &  liberum,  et  mihimet  ipfi  bene- 
facere,  ut  exhortatur  Solomon,  qui  dicit 
quod  nihil  eft  melius  in  hac  vita,  quam 
quod  homo  vivat  feftive,  &  quod  edat 
et  bibat,  &  bono  fruatur,  quia  hoc  eft 
fua  portio  &  dos  in  hoc  mundo. 

Nunc  te  fcire  vellemus,  quod  non 
debeo  efle  reprehend i  pro  feftinando 
eundo  ad  Londinum,  quia  Deus  eft 
teftis,  quod  non  propero  prse  gloria,  & 
pro  me  oftendere ;  nam  diabolus  ifte 
qui  me  intravit,  non  eft  diabolus  vanus, 
at  confobrinus  fuus  Lucifer — fed  eft  dia- 
bolus amabundus,  qui  non  vult  finere 
me  efle  folum  ;  nam  cum  non  cumbendo 
cum  uxore  mea,  fum  mentulatior  quam, 
par  eft — &  fum  mortaliter  in  amore—  & 
fum  fatuus ;  ergo  tu  me,  mi  care  An- 
toni,  excufabis,  quoniam  tu  fuilti  in 
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amore,  &  per  mare  &  per  terras  ivifti 
&  feftinafti  ficut  diabolus  eodem  te 
propellente  diabolo.  Habeo  multa  ad 
te  fcribere — fed  fcribo  hanc  epiftolam  in 
domo  coffeataria  &  plena  fociorum  flre- 
pitoforum,  qui  non  permittent-  me  cogi- 
tare  unam  cogitationem. 

Saluta  amicum  Panty  meuni,  cujus 
literis  refpondebo — faluta  amicos  in  do- 
mo  Gifbrofenfi,  &  oro,  credas  me  vin- 
culo  confobrinitatis  &  amoris  ad  te,  mi 
Antoni,  devin&iffimum, 

L.  STERNE. 


LETTER    CXX. 

TO    MR.    AND    MRS.    J — 


I 


York,  December  23,   1767. 

WAS   afraid  that   either  Mr.  or   Mrs. 

J ,  or  their  little  blpffom,  was 

drooping— or  that  fome  of  you  were  ill, 
by  not  having  the  pleafure  of  a  line 
from  you,  and  was  thinking  of  writing 
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again  to  enquire  after  you  att when  I 

was  caft  down  myfelf  with  a  fever,  and 
bleeding  at  my  lungs,  which  had  con- 
fined me  to  my  room  near  three  weeks 
— when  I  had  the  favour  of  yours,  which 
till  to-day  I  have  not  been  able  to  thank 
you  both  kindly  for,  as  I  moft  cordially 
now  do — as  well  as  for  all  your  profef- 
fions  and  proofs  of  good-will  to  me. — I 
will  not  fay  I  have  not  balanced  accounts 
with  you  in  this — All  I  know  is,  that  I 
honour  and  value  you  more  than  I  do 
any  good  creatures  upon  earth — and  that 
I  could  not  wifh  your  happinefs,  and 
the  fuccefs  of  whatever  conduces  to  it, 
more  than  I  do,  was  I  your  brother—- 
but good  God !  are  we  not  all  brothers 
and  fifters  who  are  friendly,  virtuous, 
and  good  ?  Surely,  my  dear  friends,  my 
illnefs  has  been  a  fort  of  fympathy  for 
your  afflictions  upon  the  fcore  of  your 
dear  little  one. — I  am  worn  down  to  a 
fhadow ;  but,  as  my  fever  has  left  me, 
I  fet  off  the  latter  end  of  next  week 
with  my  friend  Mr.  Hall  for  town — I 
need  not  tell  my  friends  in  Gerrard- 
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ftreet,  I  mall  do  myfelf  the  honour  to 
vifit  them,  before  either  Lord  - 

or  Lord ,  &c.  &c. — I  thank  you, 

my  dear  friend,  for  what  you  fay  fo 
kindly  about  my  daughter — it  mews 
your  good  heart,  for  as  (he  is  a  flranger, 
'tis  a  free  gift  in  you — but  when  me  is 
known  to  you,  me  mail  win  it  fairly — 
but,  alas !  when  this  event  is  to  happen, 
is  in  the  clouds.  Mrs.  S —  has  hired  a 
houfe  ready  furniflied  at  York,  till  me 
returns  to  France,  and  my  Lydia  mud 
not  leave  her. 

What  a  fad  fcratch  of  a  letter ! — but 
I  am  weak  my  dear  friends,  both  in 
body  and  mind — fo  God  blefs  you — you 
will  fee  me  enter  like  a  ghoft — fo  I  tell 
you  before-hand  not  to  be  frightened. — 
I  am,  my  dear  friends,  with  the  truefl 
attachment  and  efteem,  ever  yours, 

L.    STERNE. 
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LETTER    CXXI. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

Old  Bond-ftreet,  January  I  [1768]. 
T^-  o  T  knowing  whether  the  moifture  of 
•*^  the  weather  will  permit  me  to  give 
my  kind  friends  in  Gerrard-ftreet  a  call 
this  morning  for  five  minutes — I  beg 
leave  to  fend  them  all  the  good  wifhes, 
compliments,  and  refpeds  I  owe  them. 
— I  continue  to  mend,  and  doubt  not 
but  this,  with  all  other  evils  and  uncer- 
tainties of  life,  will  end  for  the  beft. — I 
fend  all  compliments  to  your  fire-fides 
this  Sunday  night — Mifs  Afcough  the 
wife,  Mifs  Pigot  the  witty,  your  daugh- 
ter the  pretty,  and  fo  on. — If  Lord 
Q  •  is  with  you,  I  beg  my  dear  Mrs. 

J will  prefent    the  inclofed   to  him 

'twill  add  to  the  millions  of  obliga- 
tions I  already  owe  you. — I  am  forry 
that  I  am  no  fubfcriber  to  Soho  this  fea- 
fon — it  deprives  me  of  a  pleafure  worth 
4 
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twice   the   fubfcription but  I  am  jufl 

going  to  fend  about  this  quarter  of  the 
town,  to  fee  if  it  is  not  too  late  to  pro- 
cure a  ticket,  undifpofed  of,  from  fome 
of  my  Soho  friends ;  and  if  I  can  fuc- 
ceed,  I  will  either  fend  or  wait  upon  you 
with  it  by  half  an  hour  after  three  to- 
morrow— if  not,  my  friend  will  do  me 
the  juftice  to  believe  me  truly  miferable. 
—I  am  half  engaged,  or  more,  for 
dinner  on  Sunday  next,  but  will  try 
to  get  difengaged  in  order  to  be  with 
my  friends. — If  I  cannot,  I  will  glide 
like  a  fhadow  uninvited  to  Gerrard-ftreet 
fome  day  this  week,  that  we  may  eat  our 
bread  and  meat  in  love  and  peace  toge- 
ther.—  God  blefs  you  both!  I  am  with 
the  moft  fincere  regard, 

Your  ever  obliged 

L.  STERNE. 
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LETTER    CXXII. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

Old  Bond-ftreet,  Monday. 

MY    DEAR    FRIENDS, 

y    HAVE  never   been  a  moment  at  reft 

fince    I    wrote   yefterday   about    this 

Soho  ticket — I  have  been  at  a  Secretary 

of    State  to  get    one— have   been   upon 

one    knee    to    my    friends    Sir    G 

M ,      Mr.      Lafcelles— and      Mr. 

Fitzmaurice — -without    mentioning   five 

more 1  believe   I    could  as  foon  get 

you  a  place  at  court,  for  every  body  is 
going — but  I  will  go  out  and  try  a  new  cir- 
cle— and  if  you  do  not  hear  from  me  by 
a  quarter  after  three,  you  may  conclude 
I  have  been  unfortunate  in  my  fupplica- 
tions. — I  fend  you  this  date  of  the  affair, 
left  my  filence  mould  make  you  think 
I  had  neglected  what  I  promifed — but 

no — Mrs.  J knows   me  better,   and 

VOL.  x.  j 


ii4  LETTERS. 

would  never  fuppofe  it  would  be  out  of 
the  head  of  one  who  is  with  fo  much 
truth 

Her  faithful  friend, 

L.  STERNE. 


LETTER    CXXIII. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

Thurfday,  Old  Bond-ftreet. 

\  THOUSAND  thanks,  and  as  many 
•**•  excufes,  my  dear  friends,  for  the 
trouble  my  blunder  has  given  you.  By 
a  fecond  note  I  am  aftoniftied  I  could 
read  Saturday  for  Sunday,  or  make  any 

miftake  in  a  card  wrote  by  Mrs.  J s, 

in  which  my  friend  is  as  unrivalled,  as  in 
a  hundred  greater  excellencies. 

I  am  now  tied  down  neck  and  heels 
(twice  over)  by  engagements  every  day 
this  week,  or  moft  joyfully  would  have 
trod  the  old  pleafmg  road  from  Bond  to 
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Gerrard-ftreet. — My  books  will  be  to  be 
had  on  Thurfday,  but  poffibly  on  Wed- 
nefday  in  the  afternoon. — I  am  quite 
well,  but  exhaufled  with  a  room  full  of 
company  every  morning  till  dinner- 
How  do  I  lament  I  cannot  eat  my  mor- 
fel  (which  is  always  fweet)  with  fuch 
kind  friends  ! — The  Sunday  following 
I  will  afluredly  wait  upon  you  both — 
and  will  come  a  quarter  before  four,  that 
I  may  have  both  a  little  time  and  a  little 

day-light,  to  fee  Mrs.  J— 's  picture. 

—I  beg  leave  to  aflure  my  friends  of 
my  gratitude  for  all  their  favours,  with 
my  fentimental  thanks  for  every  token 
of  their  good  will. — Adieu,  my  dear 
friends — 

I  am  truly  yours, 

L.  STERNE. 
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LETTER    CXXIV. 

FROM  I»R.  EUSTACE,  IN  AMERICA,  TO 
THE  REV.  MR.  STERNE,  WITH  A 
WALKING-STICK. 

SIR, 

*T/HEN  I  affure  you  that  I  am  a  great 
*  admirer  "of  Triftram  Shandy,  and 
have,  ever  fmce  his  introduction  into  the 
world,  been  one  of  his  mod  zealous  de- 
fenders againft  the  repeated  afiaults  of 
prejudice  and  mifapprehenfion,  I  hope 
you  will  not  treat  this  unexpected  ap- 
pearance in  his  company  as  an  intru- 
fion. 

You  know  it  is  an  obfervation,  as  re- 
markable for  its  truth  as  for  its  antiqui- 
ty, that  a  fimilitude  of  fentiments  is  the 
general  parent  of  friendfhip. — It  cannot 
be  wondered  at,  that  I  mould  conceive 
an  efteem  for  a  perfon  whom  nature  had 
mod  indulgently  enabled  to  frifk  and" 
curvet  with  eafe  through  all  thefe  intri- 
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cacies  of  fentiments,  which,  from  irre- 
fiftible  propenfity,  me  had  impelled  me 
to  trudge  through  without  merit  or  dif- 
tin&ion. 

The  only  reafon  that  gave  rife  to  this 
addrefs  to  you,  is  my  accidentally  hav- 
ing met  with  a  piece  of  true  Shandean 
ftatuary,  I  mean,  according  to  vulgar 
opinion,  for  to  fuch  judges  both  appear 
equally  deftitute  of  regularity  or  de- 
fign. — It  was  made  by  a  very  ingenious 
gentleman  of  this  province,  and  prefent- 
ed  to  the  late  Governor  Dobbs ;  after 
his  death  Mrs.  D.  gave  it  me :  its  fm- 
gularity  made  many  defirous  of  pro- 
curing it ;  but  I  had  refolved  at  firft  not 
to  part  with  it,  till,  upon  reflection,  I 
thought  it  would  be  a  very  proper,  and 
probably  not  an  unacceptable,  compli- 
ment to  my  favourite  author,  and  in  his 
hands  might  prove  as  ample  a  field  for 
meditation,  as  a  button-hole,  or  a 
broomftick. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  &c.  &c« 
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LETTER    CXXV. 


SIR,  London,  Feb.  9,  1768. 

T  THIS  moment  received  your  obliging 
letter,  and  Shandean  piece  of  fculp- 
ture  along  with  it,  of  both  which  tefti- 
monies  of  your  regard  I  have  the  jufteft 
fenfe0  and  return  you,  dear  Sir,  my  beft 
thanks  and  acknowledgment.  Your 
walking-ftick  is  in  no  fenfe  more  Shan- 
daick  than  in  that  of  its  having  more 
handles  than  one ;  the  parallel  breaks 
only  in  this,  that,  in  ufmg  the  flick, 
every  one  will  take  the  handle  which 
fuits  his  convenience.  In  Triftram 
Shandy,  the  handle  is  taken  which  fuits 
.the  paflions,  their  ignorance,  or  their 
fenfibility.  There  is  fo  little  true  feel- 
ing  in  the  herd  of  the  world,  that  I 
wifh  I  could  have  got  an  aft  of  parlia- 
ment, when  the  books  firft  appeared, 
that  none  but  wife  men  mould  look  into 


LETTERS.  119 

them.  It  is  too  much  to  write  books, 
and  find  heads  to  underfland  them ;  the 
world,  however  feems  to .  come  into  a 
better  temper  about  them,  the  people  of 
genius  here  being  to  a  man  on  its  fide ; 
and  the  reception  it  has  met  with  in 
France,  Italy,  and  Germany,  has  en- 
gaged one  part  of  the  world  to  give  it  a 
fecond  reading.  The  other,  in  order  to 
be  on  the  ftrongeft  fide,  has  at  length 
agreed  to  fpeak  well  of  it  too.  A  few 
hypocrites  and  Tartuffes,  whofe  appro- 
bation could  do  it  nothing  but  difhonour, 
remain  unconverted. 

I  am  very  proud,  Sir,  to  have  had  a 
man  like  you  on  my  fide  from  the  be- 
ginning ;  but  it  is  not  in  the  power  of 
every  one  to  tafte  humour,  however  he 
may  wifh  it ;  it  is  the  gift  of  God ;  and, 
befides,  a  true  feeler  always  brings  half 
the  entertainment  along  with  him  ;  his 
own  ideas  are  only  called  forth  by  what 
he  reads,  and  the  vibrations  within  him 
entirely  correfpond  with  thofe  excited. 
— 'Tis  like  reading  himfelf — and  not  the 
book* 
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In  a  week's  time  I  fhall  be  delivered 
of  two  volumes  of  the  Sentimental  Tra- 
vels of  Mr.  Yorick  through  France 
and  Italy;  but,  alas!  the  fiiip  fails  three 
days  too  foon,  and  I  have  but  to  la- 
ment it  deprives  me  of  the  pleafure  of 
prefenting  them  to  you. 

Believe  me,  dear  Sir,  with  great  thanks 
for  the  honour  you  have  done  me,  with 
true  efteem, 

Your  obliged  humble  fervant, 

LAURENCE  STERNE. 


LETTER    CXXVI. 

TO    L.    S N,    ESQ. 

DE'AR  SIR,  Old  Bond-ftreet,  Wednefday. 

UR  commendations  are  very  flat- 
t'ering.  I  know  on  one  whofe 
judgment  I  think  more  highly  of,  but 
your  partiality  for  me  is  the  only  in- 
ftance  in  which  I  can  call  it  in  queftion. 
—Thanks,  my  good  Sir,  for  the  prints 
— I  am  much  your  debtor  for  them — 
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if  I  recover  from  my  ill  (late  of  health, 
and  live  to  revifit  Coxwould  this  fum- 
mer,  I  will  decorate  my  ftudy  with 
them,  along  with  fix  beautiful  pictures 
I  have  already  of  the  fculptures  on 
poor  Ovid's  tomb,  which  were  executed 
on  marble  at  Rome. — It  grieves  one 
to  think  fuch  a  man  mould  have  died 
in  exile,  who  wrote  fo  well  on  the  art 
of  love. — Do  not  think  me  encroaching 
if  I  folicit  a  favour — 'tis  either  to 
borrow,  or  beg  (to  beg  if  you  pleafe) 
fome  of  thofe  touched  with  chalk  which 
you  brought  from  Italy — I  believe  you 
have  three  fets,  and  if  you  can  fpare  the 
imperfect  one  of  cattle  on  coloured 
paper,  'twill  anfwer  my  purpofe,  which 
is  namely  this,  to  give  a  friend  of  ours. 
—You  may  be  ignorant  me  has  a  ge- 
nius for  drawing,  and  whatever  (he 
excels  in  me  conceals,  and  her  hu- 
mility adds  luftre  to  her  accomplim- 
ments — I  prefented  her  laft  year  with 
colours,  and  an  apparatus  for  paint- 
ing, and  gave  her  feveral  lefibns  be- 
fore I  left  town. — I  wifli  her  to  follovr 
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this  art,  to  be  a  complete  miurefs  of 
it — and  it  is  fingular  enough,  but 
not  more  fingular  than  true,  that  fhe 
does  not  know  how  to  make  a  cow 
or  a  meep,  though  me  draws  figures  and 
landfcapes  perfectly  well ;  which  makes 
me  wifh  her  to  copy  from  good  prints, 
— : — If  you  come  to  town  next  week, 
and  dine  where  I  am  engaged  next 
Sunday,  call  upon  me'  and  take  me 
with  you — I  breakfaft  with  Mr.  Beau- 
clerc,  and  am  engaged  for  an  hour 

afterwards  with  Lord  O ;   fo  let  our 

meeting  be  either  at  your  houfe  or  my 
lodgings — do  not  be  late,  for  we  will 
go  half  an  hour  before  dinner,  to  fee 
a  picture  executed  by  Weft,  moft  ad- 
mirably— he  has  caught  the  character 
of  our  friend  —  fuch  goodnefs  is  paint- 
ed in  that  face,  that  when  one  looks 
at  it,  let  the  foul  be  ever  fo  much 
unharmonized,  it  is  impoffible  it 

mould   remain,    fo. 1    will    fend   you 

a  fet  of  my  books — they  will  take 
with  the  generality — the  women  will 
read  this  book  in  the  parlour,  and 
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Triftram  in  the  bed-chamber.  —  Good 
night,  dear  Sir  —  I  am  going  to  take  my 
whey,  and  then  to  bed.  Believe  me 

Yours  moft  truly, 

L.  STERNE* 

LETTER  cxxvu. 

TO    MISS    STERNE. 

February  20,  Old  Bond-flreet. 
MY  DEAREST  LYDIA, 

Sentimental    Journey,    you    fay, 


is  admired  in  York  by  every  one 
—  and  'tis  not  vanity  in  me  to  tell  you 
that  it  is  no  lefs  admired  here  —  but 
what  is  the  gratification  of  my  feelings 
on  this  occafion?  —  The  want  of  health 
bows  me  down,  and  vanity  harbours 
Hot  in  thy  father's  breaft  —  this  vile  in- 
fluenza —  be  not  alarmed,  I  think  I  mail 
get  the  better  of  it  -  and  (hall  be 
with  you  both  the  firft  of  May;  and 
if  I  efcape,  'twill  not  be  for  a  long  pe- 
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riod,  my  child — unlefs  a  quiet  retreat 
and  peace  of  mind  can  reftore  me. — 
The  fubjed  of  thy  letter  has  aftonifhed 
me. — She  could  but  know  little  of  my 
feelings,  to  tell  thee,  that  under  the 
fuppofition  I  mould  furvive  thy  mo- 
ther, I  mould  bequeath  thee  as  a  le- 
gacy to  •.  No,  my  Lydia!  'tis  a 

lady,  \vhofe  virtues  I  wifh  thee  to  imi- 
tate, that  I  mall  entruft  my  girl  to — I 
mean  that  friend  whom  I  have  fo  often 
talked  and  wrote  about — from  her  you 
will  learn  to  be  an  affectionate  wife, 
a  tender  mother,  and  a  fmcere  friend 
— and  you  cannot  be  intimate  with 
her,  without  her  pouring  fome  part  of 
the  milk  of  hum,an  kindnefs  into  your 
breaft,  which  will  ferve  to  check  the 
heat  of  your  own  temper,  which  you 
partake  in  a  fmall  degree  of. — Nor  will 
that  amiable  woman  put  my  Lydia 
under  the  painful  neceffity  to  fly  to 
India  for  protection,  whilfl  it  is  in  her 
power  to  grant  her  a  more  powerful 
one  in  England. — But  I  think,  my  Ly- 
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dia,  that  thy  mother  will  furvive  me 
— do  not  deject  her  fpirits  with  thy  ap- 
prehenfions  on  my  account.  I  have 
fent  you  a  necklace,  buckles,  and  the 
fame  to  your  mother. — My  girl  can- 
not form  a  wifh  that  is  in  the  power 
of  her  father,  that  he  will  not  gratify 
her  in — and  I  cannot  in  juftice  be  lefs 
kind  to  thy  mother. — I  am  never  alone 

The  kindnefs  of  my  friends  is  ever 

the  fame — I  wifh  tho*  I  had  thee  to 
nurfe  me;  but  I  am  denied  that. — 
Write  to  me  twice  a  week,  at  leaft. — 
God  blefs  thec,  my  child,  and  believe  me 
ever,  ever,  thy 

Affectionate  father, 

L.  S. 
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LETTER    CXXVIIL 

TO    MRS.    J . 

Tuefday. 

•*7  OUR  poor  friend  is  fcarce  able  to 
*  write— he  has  been  at  death's  door 
this  week  with  a  pleurify — I  was  bled 
three  times  on  Thurfday,  and  bliftered 
on  Friday — The  phyfician  fays  I  am 
better— God  knows,  for  I  feel  myfelf 
fadly  wrong,  and  fhall,  if  I  recover,  be 
a  long  while  of  gaining  ftrength. — Be- 
fore I  have  gone  thro'  half  this  letter, 
I  muft  flop  to  reft  my  weak  hand  above 

a.   dozen   times.— Mr.   J was    fa 

good  to  call  upon  me  yefterday.  I  felt 
emotions  not  to  be  defcribed  at  the 
fight  of  him,  and  he  overjoyed  me  by 
talking  a  great  deal  of  you. — Do,  dear 
Mrs.  J ,  entreat  him  to  come  to- 
morrow, or  next  day,  for  perhaps  I 
have  not  many  days,  or  hours  to  live 
— I  want  to  afk  a  favour  of  him,  if  I 
find  myfelf  worfe — that  I  fhall  beg  of 
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you,  if  in  this  wreftling  I  come  off 
conqueror — my  fpirits  are  fled— 'tis  a 
bad  omen— do  not  weep,  my  dear  Lady 
—your  tears  are  too  precious  to  med 
for  me— bottle  them  up,  and  may  the 
cork  never  be  drawn. — Dearefl,  kind- 
eft,  gentleft  and  beft  of  women !  may 
health,  peace,  and  happinefs  prove 
your  handmaids ! — If  I  die,  cherifh  the 
remembrance  of  me,  and  forget  the 
follies  which  you  fo  often  condemned 
— which  my  heart,  not  my  head,  be- 
trayed me  into.  Should  my  child,  my 
Lydia  want  a  mother,  may  I  hope  you 
will  (if  ihe  is  left  parentlefs)  take  her 
to  your  bofom  ? — You  are  the  only  wo- 
man on  earth  I  can  depend  upon  for 
fuch  a  benevolent  action. — I  wrote 
to  her  a  fortnight  ago*,  and  told 
her  what  I  truft  fhe  will  find  in  you. — 

Mr.  J will   be    a   father   to   her — 

he   will    protect   her   from   every   infult, 
for    he    wears    a    fword    which    he    has 

*  From  this  circumflance  it  may  be  conje&ured, 
that  this  Letter  \vas  written  on  Tuefday  the  8th  of 
March  1768,  ten  days  before  Mr,  Sterne  died. 
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ferved  his  country  with,  and  which  he 
would  know  how  to  draw  out  of  the 
fcabbard  in  defence  of  innocence- 
Commend  -me  to  him — as  I  now  com- 
mend you  to  that  Being  who  takes  under 
his  care  the  good  and  kind  part  of  the 
world. — Adieu — All  grateful  thanks  to 

you  and  Mr.  J , 

Your  poor  affeftionate  friend, 

L.  STERNE. 


LETTER     CXXIX. 
TO 


j  BEHELD  her  tender  look—  her 
•*•  pathetic  eye  petrified  my  fluids 
—the  liquid  diflblution  drowned  thofe 
once-bright  orbs  —  the  late  fympathetic 
features,  fo  pleafing  in  their  harmony, 
&e  now  blafted  —  withered  —  and  are 
dead;  —  her  charms  are  dwindled  into  a 
melancholy  which  demands  my  pity.— 
Yes  —  my  friend  —  our  once  fprightly 
and  vivacious  .Harriot  is  that  very  oh- 
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jeft  that  muft  thrill  your  foul. — How 
abandoned  is  that  heart  which  bulges 
the  tear  of  innocence,  and  is  the  caufe 
— the  fatal  caufe  of  overwhelming 
the  fpotlefs  foul,  aud  plunging  the 
yet-untainted  mind  into  a  fea  of  for- 
row  and  repentance — Though  born  to 
protect  the  fair,  does  not  man  aft  the 
part  of  a  demon  ? — firft  alluring  by 
his  temptations,  and  then  triumphing 
in  his  victory — when  villany  gets  the 
afcendancy,  it  feldom  leaves  the  wretch 
till  it  has  thoroughly  polluted  him 
T*  #****#,  once  the  joy- 
ous companion  of  our  juvenile  extra- 
vagancies, by  a  deep-laid  fcheme,  fo 
far  ingratiated  himfelf  into  the  good 
graces  of  the  old  man — that  even  he, 
with  all  his  penetration  and  experience 
(of  which  old  folks  generally  pique 
themfelves),  could  not  perceive  his 
drift,  and,  like  the  goodnefs  of  his 
own  heart,  believed  him  honourable : 
— had  I  known  his  pretenfions — I 
would  have  flown  on  the  wings  of 
friendfhip — of  regard — of  affection— 
VOL,  x,  K 
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and  refcued  the  lovely  innocent  from 
the  hands  of  the  fpoiler : — be  not  alarm- 
ed at  my  declaration — I  have  been  long 
bound  to  her  in  the  reciprocal  bonds 
of  affedion ;  but  it  is  of  a  more  de- 
licate ftamp  than  the  grofs  materials 
nature  has  planted  in  us  for  procrea- 
tion— I  hope  ever  to  retain  the  idea  of 
innocence,  and  love  her  flill :— I  would 
love  the  whole  fex  were  they  equally  de- 
ferving. 

taking     her     by     the 

hand — the  other  thrown  round  her 
waift — after  an  intimacy  allowing  fuch 
freedoms  —  with  a  look  deceitfully 
pleafing,  the  villain  poured  out  a  tor- 
rent of  proteftations — and  though  oaths 
are  facred — fwore  with  all  the  fortitude 
of  a  confcientious  man — the  depth  of 
his  love — the  height  of  his  efteem — the 
ftrength  of  his  attachment ; — by  thefe, 
and  other  artful  means  to  anfwer  his 
abandoned  purpofe  (for  which  you  know 
he  is  but  too  well  qualified) — gained 
on  the  open  inexperienced  heart  of  the 
generous  Harriot,,  and  robbed  her  of 
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her  brighteft  jewel. — Oh,  England! 
\vhere  are  your  fenators  ? — where  are 
your  laws  ? — Ye  Heavens !  where  refls 
your  deadly  thunder  ? — why  are  your 
bolts  retrained  from  overwhelming  with 

vengeance  this  vile  feducer  ? 1, — my 

friend,  I,  was  the  minifter  fent  by 
juflice  to  revenge  her  wrongs — revenge 
— I  difclaim  it — to  redrefs  her  wrongs. 
—The  news  of  affliction  flies — I  heard 
it,  and  ported  to  **#*,  where,  for- 
getting my  character — this  is  the  ftyle 
of  the  enthufiaft— it  moft  became  my 
character — I  faw  him  in  his  retreat— 
I  flew  out  of  the  chaife — caught  him 
by  the  collar— and  in  a  tumult  of 
paffion  —  demanded  —  fure,  if  anger 
is  excu fable,  it  mud  be  when  it  is  ex- 
cited by  a  deteftation  of  vice — I  de- 
manded him  to  reftore — alas !  what 
was  not  in  his  power  to  return. — Ven- 
geance ! — and  fhall  thefe  vermin — thefe 
fpoilers  of  the  fair — thefe  murderers  of 
the  mind — lurk  and  creep  about  in 
dens,  fecure  to  themfelves,  and  pillage 
K  2 
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all  around  them  ? — Diftrac~led  with  m j 
rage — I  charged  him  with  his  crime 
— exploded  his  bafenefs — condemned 
his  villany — while  coward  guilt  fat  on 
his  fullen  brow,  and,  like  a  criminal 
confcious  of  his  deed,  tremblingly  pro- 
nounced his  fear. — He  hoped  means 
might  be  found  for  a  fufficient  atone- 
ment— offered  a  tender  of  his  hand  as 
a  fatisfaction,  and  a  life  devoted  to  her 
fervice  as  a  recompenfe  .for  his  error. — 
His  humiliation  flruck  me — 'twas  the 
only  means  he  eould  have  contrived  to 

affuage      my      anger. 1      hefitated — 

paufed — thought — and  ftill  mufl  think 
on  fo  important  a  concern : — affift  me 
—I  am  half  afraid  of  trufting  my  Har- 
riot in  the  hands  of  a  man,  whofe  cha- 
racter I  too  well  know  to  be  the  anti- 
podes of  Harriot's — He  all  fire  and 
diffipation ;—  me  all  meeknefs  and  fen- 
timent ! — nor  can  I  think  there  is  any 
hopes  of  reformation : — the  offer  pro- 
ceeds more  from  furprife  or  fear,  than 
juftice  and  fmcerity. — The  world — the 
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world  will  exclaim,  and  my  Harriot 
be  a  caft-off  from  fociety — Let  her — I 
had  rather  fee  her  thus,  than  miferably 
linked  for  life  to  a  lump  of  vice — She 
fliall  retire  to  fome  corner  of  the  world, 
and  there  weep  out  the  remainder  of 
her  days  in  forrow — forgetting  the 
wretch  who  has  abufed  her  confidence, 
but  ever  remembering  the  friend  who 
confoles  her  in  retirement. — You,  my 
dear  Charles,  fhall  bear  a  part  with  me 
in  the  delightful  talk  of  whifpering 
*'  peace  to  thofe  who  are  in  trouble,  and 
healing  the  broken'in  fpirit." 

Adieu. 

JLAURENCE  STERNE. 
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LETTER    CXXX. 
TO    THE    SAME. 

SIR, 

j  FEEL  the  weight  of  obligation  which 
•*•  your  friendfhip  has  laid  upon  me, 
and  if  it  fhould  never  be  in  my  power 
to  make  you  a  recompenfe,  I  hope 
you  will  be  recompenfed  at  the  "  re- 
"  furreftion  of  the  juft." — I  hope,  Sir, 
we  mail  both  be  found  in  that  cata- 
logue \ — and  we  are  encouraged  to 
hope,  by  the  example  of  Abraham's 
faith,  even  "  againft  hope."— I  think 
there  is,  et  leaft,  as  much  probability 
of  our  reaching,  and  rejoicing  in  the 
"  haven  where  we  would  be,"  as 
there  was  of  the  old  Patriarch's  having 
a  child  by  his  old  wife. — There  is  not 
any  perfon  living  or  dead,  whom  I 
have  fo  ftrong  a  defire  to  fee  and  con- 
yerfe  with  as  yourfelf: — indeed  I  have 
no  inclination  to  yifit,  or  fay  a  fylla- 
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ble  to  but  a  few  perfons  in  this  lower 
vale  of  vanity  and  tears  befide  you  ; — 
but  I  often  derive  a  peculiar  fatisfac- 
tion  in  converfing  with  the  ancient  and 
modern  dead,  —  who  yet  live  and 
fpeak  excellently  in  their  works.— My 
neighbours  think  me  often  alone, — and  yet 
at  fuch  times  I  am  in  company  with 
more  than  five  hundred  mutes — each 
of  whom,  at  my  pleafure,  com  muni- 
cates  his  ideas  to  me  by  dumb  figns— - 
quite  as  intelligibly  as  any  perfon  liv- 
ing can  do  by  uttering  of  words. — 
They  always  keep  the  di/lance  from 
me  which  I  direct, — and  with  a  mo- 
tion of  my  hand,  I  can  bring  them  as 
near  to  me  as  I  pleafe. — J  lay  hands  on 
fifty  of  them  fometimes  in  an  evening, 
and  handle  them  as  I  like: — they  ne- 
ver complain  of  ill-ufage, — and  when 
difmified  from  my  prefence, — though 
ever  fo  abruptly — take  no  offence. 
Such  convenience  is  not  to  be  enjoy* 
ed — nor  fuch  liberty  to  be  taken — 
with  the  living  : — we  are  bound — in 
K  4 
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point  of  good -manners,  to  admit  all 
our  pretended  friends  when  they  knock 
for  an  entrance,  and  difpenfe  with  all 
the  nonfenie  or  impertinence  which  they 
broach  till  they  think  proper  to  with- 
draw :  nor  can  we  take  the  liberty  of 
humbly  and  decently  oppofing  their 
fentiments  without  exciting  their  dif- 
guft,  and  being  in  danger  of  their  fple- 
netic  reprefentation  after  they  have  left 
us. 

I  am  weary  of  talking  to  the  many 
—-who  though  quick  of  hearing — are 
fo  "  flow  of  heart  to  believe" — pro- 
pofitions  which  are  next  to  felf-evident ; 
— you  and  I  were  not  caft  in  one 
mould, — corporal  comparifon  will  at- 
teft  it,  and  yet  we  are  fafhioned  fo 
much  alike,  that  we  may  pafs  for 
twins  : — were  it  poffible  to  take  an  in- 
ventory of  all  our  fentiments  and  feel- 
ings— juft  and  unjuft— holy  and  im- 
pure— there  would  appear  as  little  dif- 
ference between  them  as  there  is  be- 
tween inftinft  and  reafon, — or— wit 
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and  madnefs :  the  barriers  which  fepa- 
rate  thefe — like  the  real  eflence  of  bo- 
dies— efcape  the  piercing  eye  of  me- 
taphyfics,  and  cannot  be  pointed  out 
more  clearly  than  geometricians  define 
a  ftrait  line,  which  is  faid  to  have 
length  without  breadth. O  ye  learn- 
ed anatomical  aggregates,  who  pretend 
to  inftruct  other  aggregates !  be  as  can- 
did as  the  fage  whom  ye  pretend  to  re- 
vere— and  tell  them,  that  all  you  know 
is,  that  you  know  nothing ! 

1  have  a  mort  to  communi- 
cate to  you  on  different  fubje&s — my 
mountain  will  be  in  labour  till  I  fee 
you — and  then — what  then? — why  you 
mud  expect  to  fee  it  bring  forth — a 
moufe. — I  therefore  befeech  you  to  have 
a  watchful  eye  to  the  cats ! — but  it  is 
faid  that  mice  were  defigned  to  be 
killed  by  cats— cats  to  be  worried  by 
dogs,  &c.  &c. — This  may  be  true—- 
and I  think  I  am  made  to  be  killed 
by  my  cough, — which  is  a  perpetual 
plague  to  me;  what,  in  the  name  of 
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found  lungs,   has  my  cough  to  do  with 
you — or— you  with  my  cough? 

I  am,  Sir,  with  the  mofl  perfect  affec- 
tion and  efteem, 

Your  humble  Servant, 

LAURENCE  STERNE, 


LETTER     CXXX1. 
TO  **##. 

DEAR    SIR, 

I  HAVE  received  your  kind  letter  of 
critical,  and,  I  will  add,  of  parental 
advice,  which,  contrary  to  my  natural 
humour,  fet  me  upon  looking  gravely 
for  half  a  day  together:  fometimes  I 
concluded  you  had  not  fpoke  out,  but 
had  ftronger  grounds  for  your  hints 
and  cautions  than  what  your  good* 
nature  knew  how  to  tell  me,  efpecially 
with  regard  to  prudence,  as  a  divine ; 
and  that  you  thought  in  your  heart 
the  vein  of  humour  too  free  for  the 
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folemn  colour  of  my  coat.  A  medi- 
tation upon  Death  had  been  a  more 
fuitable  trimming  to  it,  I  own ;  but 
then  it  could  not  have  been  fet  on  by 
me.  Mr.  F — ,  whom  I  regard  in  the 
clafs  I  do  you,  as  my  beft  of  critics 
and  well-wifhers,  preaches  daily  to  me 
on  the  fame  text :  "  Get  your  prefer- 
ment firft,  Lory,"  he  fays,  "  and  then 
write  and  welcome."  But  fuppofe 
preferment  is  long  a-coming — and 
for  aught  I  know,  I  may  not  be  pre- 
ferred till  the  refurreclion  of  the  juft — 
and  am  all  that  time  in  labour,  how 
mutt  I  bear  my  pains  ?  Like  pious 
divines?  or,  rather,  like  able  philo- 
fophers,  knowing  that  one  paflion  is 
only  to  be  combated  with  another? 
But  to  be  ferious  (if  I  can),  I  will  ufe 
all  reaibnable  caution, — only  with  this 
caution  along  with  it,  not  to  fpoil  my 
book,  that  is,  the  air  -  and  originality 
of  it,  which  mud  referable  the  author; 
and  I  fear  it  is  the  number  of  thefe 
llighter  touches,  which  make  the  re- 
femblance,  and  identify  it  from  all 
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others  of  the  fame  ftamp,  which  this 
under-ftrapping  virtue  of  prudence 
would  oblige  me  to  ftrike  out. — A 
very  able  critic,  and  one  of  my  colour 
too,  who  has  read  over  Triflram,  made 
anfwer,  upon  my  faying  I  would  con- 
fider  the  colour  of  my  coat  as  I  cor- 
redled  it,  that  that  idea  in  my  head 
would  render  my  book  not  worth  a 
groat. — Still  I  promife  to  be  cautious ; 
but  deny  I  have  gone  as  far  as  Swift : 
he  keeps  a  due  diftance  from  Rabelais ; 
I  keep  a  due  diftance  from  him.  Swift 
has  faid  a  hundred  things  I  durft  not 
fay,  unlefs  I  was  dean  of  St.  Patrick's. 

I  like  your  caution,  "  ambitiofa  re- 
cides  ornamenta."  As  I  revife  my 
book,  I  will  mrive  my  confcience  upon 
that  fin,  and  whatever  ornaments  are 
of  that  kind  mail  be  defaced  without 
mercy.  Ovid  is  juftly  cenfured  for 
being  "  ingenii  fui  amator  j"  and  it  is 
a  reafonable  hint  to  me,  as  Fm  not 
fure  I  am  clear  of  it.  To  fport  too 
much  with  your  wit,  or  the  game  that 
wit  has  pointed  out,  is  furfeitingj  like 
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toying  with  a  man's  miftrefs,  it  may  be 
very  delightful  folacement  to  the  ina- 
morato, but  Httle  to  the  by-flander. 
Though  I  plead  guilty  to  part  of  the 
charge,  yet  it  would  greatly  alleviate 
the  crime,  if  my  readers  knew  how 
much  I  have  fuppreffed  of  this  device. 
I  have  burnt  more  wit  than  I  have 
publimed,  on  that  very  account,  fince 
I  began  to  avoid  the  fault,  I  fear,  I 
may  yet  have  given  proofs  of.— I  will 
reconfider  Slop's  fall,  and  my  too  minute 
defcription  of  it ;  but,  in  general,  I  am 
perfuaded  that  the  happinefs  of  the 
Cervantic  humour  arifes  from  this  very 
thing, — of  defcribing  filly  and  trifling 
events  with  the  circumftantial  pomp  of 
great  ones.  Perhaps  this  i&  overloaded, 
and  I  can  eafe  it. — I  have  a  project  of 
getting  Triftram  put  into  the  hands  of 
the  Archbimop,  if  he  comes  down  this 
autumn,  which  will  eafe  my  mind  c?f  all 
trouble  upon  the  topic  of  difcretion. 
I  am,  &c. 

L.  STERNE. 
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LETTER    CXXXII. 
TO    RIR<  B. 

SIR,  Exeter,  July  1775;. 

fnpHis  was  quite  an  Impromptu  of  Yo- 
•*•  rick's  after  he  had  been  thoroughly 
fwfed. — He  drew  it  up  in  a  few  mo- 
ments without  flopping  his  pen.  I 
mould  be  glad  to  fee  it  in  your  in- 
tended collection  of  Mr.  Sterne's  me- 
moirs, &c.  If  you  mould  have  a  copy 
of  it,  you  will  be  able  to  rectify  a  mif- 
application  of  a  term  that  Mr.  Sterne 
could  never  be  guilty  of,  as  one  great 
excellence  of  his  writing  lies  in  the 
moil  happy  choice  of  metaphors  and 
allufions — fuch  as  mewed  his  philofo- 
phic  judgment,  at  the  fame  time  that 
they  difplay  his  wit  and  genius — but 
it  is  not  for  me  to  comment  on,  or 
correct  fo  great  an  original.  I  mould 
have  fent  this  fragment  as  foon  as  I 
faw  Mrs.  Medalle's  advertifement,  had 
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I  not  been  at  a  diftance  from  my  pa- 
pers. I  expeft  much  entertainment 
from  this  pofthumous  work  of  a  man 
to  whom  no  one  is  more  indebted  for 
amufement  and  inftru&ion,  than, 

Sir, 

Your  humble  fervant, 

S.  P. 


AN  IMPROMPTU. 

No — not  one  farthing  would  I  give 
for  fuch  a  coat  in  wet  weather,  or  dry 
—If  the  fun  mines  you  are  fure  of 
being  melted,  becaufe  it  clofes  fo  tight 
about  one — if  it  rains  it  is  no  more  a 
defence  than  a  cobweb — a  very  fieve, 
o*  my  confcience !  that  lets  through 
every  drop,  and  like  many  other  things 
that  are  put  on  only  for  a  cover,  mor- 
tifies you  with  difappointment,  and 
makes  you  curfe  the  importer,  when  it 
is  too  late  to  avail  one's  felf  of  the  dif- 
covery.  Had  I  been  wife  I  mould  have 
examined  the  claim  the  coat  had  to  the 
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title  of  <e  defender  of  the  body"— be- 
fore I  had  trufted  my  body  in  it — I 
Ihould  have  held  it  up  to  the  light, 
like  other  fufpicious  matters,  to  have  feen 
how  much  it  was  likely  to  admit  of  that 
which  I  wanted  to  keep  out — whether 
it  was  no  more  than  fuch  a  frail,  flimfy, 
contexture  of  flefh  and  blood,  as  I  am 
fated  to  carry  about  with  me  through 
every  trad  of  this  dirty  world,  could 
have  comfortably  and  fafely  difpenfed 
with  in  fo  fhort  a  journey — taking  into 
my  t  account  the  chance  of  fpreadmg 
trees — thick  hedges  o'erhanging  the 
road — with  twenty  other  coverts  that  a 
man  my  thruft  his  head  under — if  he 
is  not  violently  pufhed  on  by  that  d — d 
ftimulus — you  know  where — that  will 
not  let  a  man  fit  ftill  in  one  place  for 
half  a  minute  together — but  like  a 
young  nettlefome  tit  is  eternally  on  the 
fret,  and  is  for  pufhing  on  (till  farther 
• — or  if  the  poor  feared  devil  is  not 
hunted  tantivy  by  a  hue  and  cry  with 
gyves  and  a  halter  dangling  before  his 
eyes — now  in  either  cafe  he  has  not  a 
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minute  to  throw  away  in  ftanding  ft  ill, 
but  like  King  Lear  muft  brave  "  the 
peltings  of  a  pitilefs  ftorm,"  and  give 
Heaven  leave  to  "  rumble  its  belly-full 
— fpit  fire— or  fpout  rain" — as  fpitefully 
as  it  pleafeth,  without  finding  the  in- 
clination or  the  refolution  to  flacken 
his  pace,  left  fomething  fhould  be  loft 
that  might  have  been  gained,  or  more 
gotten  than  he  well  knows  *  how  to 
get  rid  of — Now  had  I  afted  with  as 
much  prudence  as  fome  other  good 
folks — I  could  name  many  of  them  who 
have  been  made  b — ps  within  my  re- 
membrance, for  having  been  hooded  and 
muffled  up  in  a  larger  quantity  of  this 
dark  drab  of  mental  manufacture  than 
ever  fell  to  my  (hare — and  abfolutely 
for  nothing  elfe — as  will  be  feen  when 
they  are  undrefTed  another  day — Had 
I  had  but  as  much  as  might  have  been 
taken  out  of  their  cloth  without  leflen- 
ing  much  of  the  fize,  or  injuring  in 
the  lead  the  fhape,  or  contracting  aught 
of  the  doublings  and  foldings,  or  con- 
fining to  a  lefs  circumference,  the  fu- 

VOL.  X.  L 
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perb  fweep  of  any  one  cloak  that 
any  one  b — p  ever  wrapt  himfelf  up 
in — I  mould  never  have  given  this  coat 
a  place  upon  my  fhoulders.  I  fhould 
have  feen  by  the  light  at  one  glance, 
how  little  it  would  keep  out  of  rain, 
by  how  little  it  would  keep  in  of  dark- 
nefs — This  a  coat  for  a  rainy  day  ?  do 
pray,  madam,  hold  it  up  to  that  window 
— did  you  ever  fee  fuch  an  illiiftrious 
coat  fmce  the  day  you  could  diflinguifh 
between  a  coat  and  a  pair  of  breeches? 
— My  lady  did  not  underftand  deriva- 
tives, and  fo  me  could  not  fee  quite 
through  my  fplendid  pun.  Pope  Sixtus 
would  have  blinded  her  with  the  fame 
"  darknefs  of  exceffive  light."  What  a 
flood  of  it  breaks  in  thro'  this  rent? 
what  an  irradiation  beams  through  that  ? 
what  twinklings — what  fparklings  as 
you  wave  it  before  your  eyes  in  the 
broad  face  of  the  fun  ?  Make  a  fan  out 
of  it  for  the  ladies  to  look  at  their  gal- 
lants with  at  church — It  has  not  ferved 
me  for  one  purpofe— it  will  ferve  them 
for  two— This  is  coarfe  fluff — of  worfe 
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manufacture  than  the  cloth— put  it  to 
its  proper  ufe,  for  I  love  when  things 
fort  and  join  well — make  a  philtre  *  of 
it — while  there  is  a  drop  to  be  extracted 
— I  know  but  one  thing  in  the  world 
that  will  draw,  drain,  or  fuck  like  it— 
—and  that  is — neither  wool  nor  flax— - 
make — make  any  thing  of  it,  but  a  vile, 
hypocritical  coat  for  me — for  I  never 
can  fay  fub  Jove  (whatever  Juno  might) 
that  "  it  is  a  pleafure  to  be  wet." 

L.  STERNE. 

*  This  allufion  is  improper.  A  philtre  origi- 
nally fignifies  a  love-potion — and  as  it  is  ufed  as  a 
noun  from  the  verb  phlltrate —  it  muft  fignify  a 
Jlrainer,  not  a  fucker— cloth  is  fometimes  ufed  for 
the  purpofe  of  draining  by  means  of  its  pores  or 
capillary  tubes,  but  its  action  is  contrary  to  phil- 
tration.  His  meaning  is  obvious  enough  :  but  as 
he  drew  up  this  fragment  without  flopping  his  pen, 
as  I  was  informed,  it  is  no  wonder  he  erred  in  the 
application  of  fome  of  his  terms. 
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CHAP      I, 

Shewing  two  Things ;  frft^  what  a  Ra* 
belaic  Fellow  LONGINUS  RABELAICUS 
is  ;  and  fecond/y,  how  cavalierly  he  be- 
gins  his  Book. 

"\f[  Y  dear  and  thrice  reverend  brethren, 
•*•  as  well  archbifhop  and  bishops,  a« 
the  reft  of  the  inferior  clergy!  would  it 
not  be  a  glorious  thing,  if  any  man  of 
genius  and  capacity  amongft  us  for  fuch 
a  work,  was  fully  bent  wkhin  himfelf, 
to  fit  down  immediately  and  compofe 
a  thorough-ftitched  fyftem  of  the  KERU- 
KOPAEDIA,  fairly  fetting  forth,  to  the 
bed  of  his  wit  and  memory,  and  col- 
le&ing  for  that  purpofe  all  that  is  need- 
ful to  be  known  and  underftood  of 
L  4 


252  THE  FRAGMENT. 

that    art? Of  what    art?    cried    PA« 

NURGE.  Good  God!  anfwered  LONGI- 
NUS  (making  an  exclamation,  but  tak- 
ing care  at  the  fame  time  to  moderate 
his  voice),  why,  of  the  art  of  making 
all  kinds  of  your  theological,  heb- 
dodomical,  roftrummical,  humdrum- 
mical.  what  d'ye  call  'ems — I  will  be 
mot,  quoth  EPISTEMON,  if  all  this  ftory 
of  thine  of  a  roafled  horfe,  is  limply  n© 

more   than  S Saufages!    quoth   PA- 

NURGE.  Thou  haft  fallen  twelve  feet 
and  about  five  inches  below  the  mark, 
anfwer'd  EPISTEMON,  for  I  hold  them 
to  be  Sermons — which  faid  word  (as  I 
take  the  matter)  being  but  a  word  of 
low  degree,  for  a  book  of  high  rhetoric 
— LONGINUS  RABELAICUS  was  fore- 
minded  to  ufher  and  lead  in  his  dif- 
fertatioh,  with  as  much  pomp  and  pa- 
rade as  he  could  afford; — and  for  my 
own  part,  either  I  know  no  more  of 
Latin  than  my  horfe,  or  the  KERUKO- 
PAEDIA  is  nothing  but  the  art  of  mak- 
ing *em — And  why  not,  quoth  GYM- 
NAST, of  preaching  them  when  we  have 
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done  ? — Believe  me,  dear  fouls,  this  is 
half  in  half— and  if  fome  fkilful  body 
would  but  put  us  in  a  way  to  do  this  to 
fome  tune  —  Thou  wouldfl  not  have 
them  chanted  furely?  quoth  TRIBOULET, 
laughing.  —No,  nor  canted  neither ! 
quoth  GYMNAST,  crying — but  what  I 
mean,  my  friends,  fays  LONOINUS  RA- 
BELAICUS  (who  is  certainly  one  of  the 
greateft  critics  in  the  weftern  world,  and 
as  Rabelaic  a  fellow  as  ever  exifted) — 
what  I  mean,  fays  he,  interrupting  them 
both  and  refuming  his  difcourfe,  is  this-, 
that  if  all  the  fcatter'd  rules  of  the  KE- 
RUKOPAEDIA  could  be  but  once  carefully 
collected  into  one  code,  as  thick  as  PA- 
NURGL'S  head,  and  the  whole  cleanly  di- 
gefted— (pooh,  fays  PANURGE,  who  felt 
himfelf  aggrieved)  and  bound  up,  conti- 
nued LONGINUS,  by  way  of  a  regular  in- 
flitute,  and  then  put  into  the  hands  of 
every  licenfed  preacher  in  Great  Britain, 
and  Ireland,  juft  before  he  began  to  com- 
pofe,  I  maintain  it — I  deny  it  flatly,  quoth 
PANURGE — What?  anfwer'd  LONGINUS 
RABELAICUS  with  all  the  temper  in  the 
world. 
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CHAP.    II. 

In  which  the  Reader  will  begin  to  form 
a  Judgment,  of  what  an  Hi/lorical, 
Dramatical,  Anecdotical,  Allegorical, 
and  Comical  Kind  of  a  Work  he  has 
got  hold  of. 

TT  OMEN  AS,  who  had  to  preach  next 
•*•  •*•  Sunday  ("before  God  knows  whom), 
knowing  nothing  at  all  of  the  matter — 
was  all  this  while  at  it  as  hard  as  he 
could  drive  in  the  very  next  room : — 
for  having  fouled  two  clean  meets  of  his 
own,  and  being  quite  (luck  faft  in  the 
entrance  upon  his  third  general  divifion, 
and  rinding  himfelf  unable  to  get  either 
forwards  or  backwards  with  any  grace — 
**  Curfe  it,"  fays  he  (thereby  excom- 
municating every  mother's  fon  who 
Jhould  think  differently),  "  why  may  not 
a  man  lawfully  call  in  for  help  in  this, 
as  well  as  any  other  human  emergency?" 
—So  without  any  more  argumentation, 
except  flatting  up  and  nimming  down 
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from  the  top  fhelf  but  one,  the  fecond 
volume  of  CLARK — though  without  any 
felonious   intention  in  fo  doing,  he  had 
begun  to  clap   me  in   (making    a  joint 
firft)  five  whole  pages,  nine  round  para- 
graphs, and  a  dozen  and  a  half  of  good 
thoughts  all  of  a  row ;  and  becaufe  there 
was    a    confounded    high    gallery  —  was 
tranfcribing   it  away  like  a  little    devil. 
— Now — quoth    HOMENAS    to    himfelf, 
"  though  I  hold  all  this  to  be  fair  and 
fquare,  yet,   if  I   am  found    out,    there 
will  be  the  deuce  and  all  to  pay." — Why 
are  the  bells  ringing  backwards,  you  lad? 
what  is  all  that  crowd  about,  honeft  man  ? 
HOMENAS  was  got  upon  Doclor  CLARK'J 
back,  fir — and  what  of  that,   my    lad? 
Why,  an  pleafe  you,  he  has  broke  his  neck, 
and  fractured  his  Jkull,  and  befouled  himfelf 
into  the  bargain,  by  a  fall  from  the  pulpit 
two  Jlories  high.     Alas !  poor  HOMENAS  ! 
HOMENAS  has   done  his   bufmefs!— Ho* 
MENAS   will   never    preach   more   while 
breath    is   in    his    body. — No,    faith,   I 
(hall  never  again  be  able  to  tickle  it  off 
as  I  have  done.      I  may  fit  up  whole 
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winter   nights,    baking    my    blood   with 
hectic  watchings,  and  write  as  folid  as  a 

FATHER  of  the  church or  I  may  fit 

down  whole  fummer  days,  evaporating 
my  fpirits  into  the  fineft  thoughts,  and 
write  as  florid  as  a  MOTHER  df  it.— In  a 
word,  I  may  compofe  myfelf  off  my 
legs,  and  preach  till  I  burfl — and  when 
I  have  done,  it  will  be  worfe  than  if  not 
done  at  all. — Pray  Mr.  Such  a-one,  who 
held  forth  loft  Sunday  ?  Dottor  CLARK,  / 
trow,  fays  one.  Pray  'what  Doftor 
CLARK  ?  fays  a  fecond:  Why  HOMENAS'J 
foottor  CLARK^  quoth  a  third*  O  rare 
HOMENAS  !  cries  a  fourth  j  your  fervant^ 
Mr.  HOMENAS,  quoth  a  fifth. — 'Twill 
be  all  over  with  me,  by  Heaven — I  may 
as  well  put  the  book  from  whence  I 
took  it. — Here  HOMENAS  burfl  Mnto  a 
flood  of  tears,  which  falling  down  helter 
fkelter,  ding  dong,  without  any  kind  of 
inter miffiqn  for  fix  minutes  and  almofl 
twenty-five  feconds,  had  a  marvellous 
effect  upon  his  difcourfe ;  for  the  afore- 
faid  tears,  do  you  mind,  did  fo  temper 
the  wind  that  was  rifing  upon  the  afore- 


THE  FRAGMENT.  157 

faid  difcourfe,  but  falling  for  the  mofl  part 
perpendicularly,  and  hitting  the  fpirits 
at  right  angles,  which  were  mounting 
horizontally  all  over  the  furface  of  his 
harangue,  they  not  only  played  the  devil 
and  all  with  the  fublimity — but  more- 
over the  faid  tears,  by  their  nitrous  qua- 
lity, did  fo  refrigerate,  precipitate,  and 
hurry  down  to  the  bottom  of  his  foul, 
all  the  unfavory  particles  which  lay 
fermenting  (as  you  faw)  in  the  middle 
of  his  conception,  that  he  went  on  in 
the  cooleft  and  charted  flyle  (for  a  folilo- 
quy  I  think)  that  ever  mortal  man  ut- 
tered. 

"  This  is  really  and  truly  a  very  hard 
cafe,"  continued  HOMENAS  to  himfelf— 
PANURGE,  by  the  bye,  and  all  the  com- 
pany in  the  next  room,  hearing  all  along 
every  fyllable  he  fpoke !  for  you  muft 
know,  that  notwithftanding  PANURGE 
had  opened  his  mouth  as  wide  as  he 
could  for  his  blood,  in  order  to  give  a 
round  anfwer  to  LONGINUS  RABELAI- 
cu£'s  interrogation,  which  concluded  the 
Jaft  chapter — yet  HOMENAS'S  rhetoric 
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had  poured  in  fo  like  a  torrent,  flap* 
dafh  through  the  wainfcot  amongfl 
them,  and  happening  at  that  uncritical 
crifis,  when  PAN  URGE  had  juft  put  his 
ugly  face  into  the  above-faid  pofture  of 
defence — that  he  flopt  fhort — he  did  in- 
deed, and,  though  his  head  was  full  of 
matter,  and  he  had  fcrewed  up  every, 
nerve  and  mufcle  belonging  to  it,  till 
all  cried  crack  again,  in  order  to  give  a 
due  projectile  force  to  what  he  was  going 
to  let  fly,  full  in  LONGINUS  RABELAI- 
cus's  teeth,  who  fat  over  againft  him—- 
Yet for  all  that,  he  had  the  continence 
to  contain  himfelf,  for  he  flopt  fhort,  I 
fay,  without  uttering  one  word  except 
Z  . . . .  ds— Many  reafons  may  be  afligned 
for  this,  but  the  mod  true,  the  moft 
flrong,  the  moft  hydroftatical,  and  the 
moft  philofophical  reafon,  why  PAN  URGE 
did  not  go  on,  was — that  the  fore-men- 
tioned torrent  did  not  fo  drown  his  voice 
that  he  had  none  left  to  go  on  with. — 
God  help  him,  poor  fellow !  fo  he  ftopt 
ihort  (as  I  have  told  you  before),  and 
all  the  time  HOMENAS  was  fpeaking,  he 
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faid  not  another  word,  good  or  bad,  but 
flood  gaping  and  flaring,  like  what 
you  pleafe  —  fo  that  the  break,  marked 
thus— which  HOMENAS'S  grief  had  made 
in  the  middle  of  his  difcourfe,  which  he 
could  no  more  help  than  he  could  fly- 
produced  no  other  change  in  the  room 
where  LONGINUS  RABELAICUS,  EPISTE- 
MON,  GYMNAST,  TRIBOULET,  and  nine 
or  ten  more  honed  blades  had  got 
Kerukopaedizing  together,  but  that  it 
gave  time  to  GYMNAST  to  give  PA- 
NURGE  a  good  fquafliing  chuck  under 
his  double  chin;  which  PANURGE  taking 
in  good  part,  and  juft  as  it  was  meant 
by  GYMNAST,  he  forthwith  fhut  his  mouth 
— and  gently  fitting  down  upon  a  flool, 
though  fomewhat  excentrically  and  out  of 
neighbour's  row,  but  liflening,  as  all  the 
reft  did  with  might  and  main,  they 
plainly  and  diflindlly  heard  every  fyllablc 
of  what  you  will  find  recorded  in  the 
yery  next  chapter. 
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GOOD   WARM    WATCH-COAT; 

With  which  the  prefent  Pofiefibr  is  not 
content  to  cover  his  own  Shoulders, 
unlefs  he  can  cut  out  of  it  a  Petti- 
coat for  his  Wife,  and  a  Pair  of 
Breeches  for  his  Son. 


VOL.  x. 


THE 

HISTORY 

O  F     A 

GOOD  WARM  WATCH-COAT*,  &c, 

A    POLITICAL    ROMANCE. 


SIR, 

T  N  my  laft,  for  want  of  fomething  bet* 
•*•  ter  to  write  about,  I  told  you  what 
a  world  of  fending  and  proving  we  have 

*  A«  the  following  piece  was  fupprefled  during 
the  lifetime  of  Mr.  Sterne,  and  as  there  are  fomc 
grounds  to  believe  that  it  was  not  intended  by 
him  for  publication,  an  apology  may  be  deemed 
uecefiary  for  inferting  it  in  the  prefent  edition  of 
his  Works.  It  muft  be  acknowledged,  that  a  mere 
jeu  d'efprtt  relating  to  a  private  dttputc  whiqh 
could  intereft.  only  a  few,  and  which  was  intended 
to  divert  a  fmall  circle  of  friends,  was  with  great 
propriety  concealed  while  it  might  tend  to  revive; 
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had    of    late    in    this    little  village  *  of 
ours,    about   an    old   caft  pair  of  black 

departed  animofitics,  or  give  pain  to  any  of  the 
pcrfons  who  were  concerned  in  fo  trifling  a  conteft. 
And  thefe  confiderations  feem  to  have  had  weight 
with  thofe  to  whom  the  MS.  was  intruded  ;  it  not 
having  been  made  public  until  many  years  after  it 
was  written,  nor  until  molt  of  the  gentlemen 
mentioned  in  it  were  dead.  After  the  lapfe  of  more 
than  twenty  years,  it  may  be  prefumed  that  there 
can  be  no  impropriety  in  giving  one  of  the  earlieft  of 
Mr.  Sterne's  bagatelles  a  place  among  his  more 
important  performances.  The  flighteft  fketches  of 
a  genius  are  too  valuable  to  be  neglefted ;  and  the 
prefent  edition  would  be  incomplete,  if  this  com- 
pofition,  written  immediately  before  Triftram 
Shandy,  and  which  may  be  confidered  as  the  pre- 
curfor  of  it,  was  omitted.  As  the  whole  of  it 
alludes  to  fails  and  circumftances  confined  to  the 
city  of  York,  it  will  be  neceflary  to  obferve,  that 
it  was  occafioned  by  a  controverfy  between  Dr. 
Fountayne  and  Dr.  Topham,  in  the  year  1758, 
on  a  charge  made  by  the  latter,  againft  the  former, 
of  a  breach  of  promife,  in  withholding  from  him 
fome  preferment,  which  he  had  reafon  to  expeft. 
For  the  better  illuftration  of  this  little  Satire,  a 
few  notes  are  added,  from  the  pamphlets  which 
appeared  while  this  infignificant  difference  was 
agitating. 
*  York. 
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plufh  breeches  *,  which  John  f  our  pa- 
rifli-clerk,  about  ten  years  ago,  it  feems, 
had  made  a  promife  of  to  one  Trim  {, 
who  is  our  fexton  and  dog-whipper.— 
To  this  you  write  me  wordj  that  you  have 
had  more  than  either  one  or  two  occafions 
to  know  a  great  deal  of  the  mifty  beha- 
viour of  the  faid  mafter  Trim — and  that 
you  are  aftonifhed,  nor  can  you  for  your 
foul  conceive,  how  fo  worthlefs  a  fellow, 
and  fo  worthlefs  a  thing  into  the  bar- 
gain, could  become  the  occafion  of  fo 

much  racket  as  I  have  reprefented. 

Now,  though  you  do  not  fay  ex- 
prefsly  you  could  wifh  to  hear  any  more 
about  it,  yet  I  fee  plainly  enough  I  have 
raifed  your  curiofity  ;  and  therefore,  from 
the  fame  motive  that  I  flightly  mentioned 
it  at  all  in  my  laft  letter,  I  will  in  this 
give  you  a  full  and  very  circumftantia! 
account  of  the  whole  affair. 

*  The  Commiflaryihip  of  Pickering  and  Pofk- 
jiagton. 

f  Dr.  John  Fountayne,  Dean  of  York. 
J  Dr.  Topham. 

M    3 
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But,  before  I  begin,  I  muft  firft  fet 
you  right  in  one  very  material  point,  in 
•which  I  have  milled  you,  as  to  the  true 
caufe  of  all  this  uproar  amongft  us — 
which  does  not  take  its  rife,  as  I  then 
told  you,  from  the  affair  of  the  breeches, 
but,  on  the  contrary,  the  whole  aifair  of 
the  breeches  has  taken  its  rife  from  it.-— 
To  underftand  which  you  muft  know, 
that  the  firft  beginning  of  the  fquabble 
was  not  betwixt  "John  the  parim-clerk, 
and  Trim  the  fexton,  but  betwixt  the 
parfon  *  of  the  parifh  and  the  faid  maf- 
ter  Trim,  about  an  old  watch-coat  f,  that 
had  hung  up  many  years  in  the  church, 
which  Trim  had  fet  his  heart  upon  ;  and 
nothing  would  ferve  Trim,  but  he  muft 
take  it  home,  in  order  to  have  it  con- 
verted into  a  warm  under-petticoat  for  his 
wife,  and  a  jerkin  for  himfelf  againft 
winter;  which,  in  a  plaintive  tone,  he 

*  Dr.  Hutton,  Archbifttop  of  York. 

•f-  A  patent  place,  m  the  gift  of  the  Archbi(hop» 
which  had  been  given  to  Dr.  Topham  for  his  life, 
and  which,  in  1758,  he  folicited  to  ha^e  granted  to 
one  of  his  family  after  his  death. 
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humbly  begged  his  reverence  would 
confent  to. 

I  need  not  tell  you,  Sir,  who  have  fb 
often  felt  it,  that  a  principle  of  ftrong 
companion  tranfports  a  generous  mind 
foraetimes  beyond  what  is  ftri&ly  right ; 
—the  paribn  was  within  an  ace  of  being 
an  honourable  example  of  this  very 
crime — for  no  fooner  did  the  diftincl 
words — -petticoat — -poof  •wife—warm— 
winter,  ftrike  upon  his  ear — but  his 
heart  warmed — and  before  Trim  had  well 
got  to  the  end  of  his  petition  (being  a 
gentleman  of  a  frank  open  temper)  he 
told  him  he  was  welcome  to  it  with  all 
his  heart  and  foul. — But,  Trim,  fays  he, 
as  you  fee  I  am  but  juft  got  down  to  my 
living,  and  am  an  utter  ftranger  to  all 
parifh  matters,  knowing  nothing  about 
this  old  watch-coat  you  beg  of  me, 
having  never  feen  it  in  my  life,  and 
therefore  cannot  be  a  judge  whether  'tis 
fit  for  fuch  a  purpofe,  or,  if  it  is,  in 
truth  know  not  whether  'tis  mine  to  be- 
ftow  upon  you  or  not — you  mufl  have  a 
week  or  ten  days  patience,  till  I  can 
M  4 
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make  fome  enquiries  about  it — and,  if 
I  find  it  is  in  my  power,  I  tell  you  again, 
man,  your  wife  is  heartily  welcome  to 
an  under-petticoat  out  of  it,  and  you  to 
a  jerkin,  was  the  thing  as  good  again  as 
you  reprefent  it. 

It  is  necefiary  to  inform  you,  Sir,  in 
this  place,  that  the  parfon  was  earneftly 
bent  to  ferve  Trim  in  this  affair,  not 
only  from  the  motive  of  generofity, 
which  I  have  juftly  afcribed  to  him,  but 
likewife  from  another  motive,  and  that 
was  by  making  fome  fort  of  recompence 
for  a  multitude  of  fmall  fervices  which 
Trim  had  occafionally  done,  and  indeed 
was  continually  doing  (as  he  was  much 
about  the  houfe)  when  his  own  man  was 
out  of  the  way. — For  all  thefe  reafons 
together,  I  fay,  the  parfon  of  the  parifh 
intended  to  ferve  Trim  in  this  matter  to 
the  utmoft  of  his  power.  All  that  was 
wanting,  was,  previoufty  to  enquire  if 
any  one  had  a  claim  to  it,  or  whether, 
as  it  had  time  immemorial  hung  up  in 
the  church,  the  taking  it  down  might 
not  raife  a  clamour  in  the  parifh.  Thefe 
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enquiries  were  the  things  that  Trim 
dreaded  in  his  heart — he  knew  very  well, 
that,  if  the  parfon  mould  but  fay  one 
word  to  the  churchwardens  about  it, 
there  would  be  an  end  of  the  whole  affair. 
For  this,  and  fome  other  reafons  not  ne- 
celfary  to  be  told  you  at  prefent,  Trim 
was  for  allowing  no  time  in  this  matter 
—but  on  the  contrary  doubled  his  dili- 
gence and  importunity  at  the  vicarage- 
houfe — plagued  the  whole  family  to 
death — preil  his  fuit  morning,  noon, 
and  night ;  and,  to  morten  my  ftory, 
teafed  the  poor  gentleman,  who  was  but 
in  an  ill  ftate  of  health,  almoft  out  of 
his  life  about  it. 

You  will  not  wonder  when  I  tell  you, 
that  all  this  hurry  and  precipitation,  on 
the  fide  of  matter  Trim9  produced  its 
natural  effecl  on  the  fide  of  the  parfon, 
and  that  was,  a  fufpicion  that  all  was  not 
right  at  the  bottom. 

He  was  one  evening  fitting  alone  in 
his  ftudy,  weighing  and  turning  this 
doubt  every  way  in  his  mind,  and  after 
an  hour  and  a  half's  ferious  deliberation 
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upon  the  affair,  and  running  over  Trim's 
behaviour  throughout — 'he  was  juft  fay- 
Ing  to  himfelf— //  muft  be  fo — when  a 
fudden  rap  at  the  door  put  an  end  to 
his  foliloquy,  and  in  a  few  minutes  to 
his  doubts  too  ;  for  a  labourer  in  the 
town,  who  deemed  himfelf  paft  his  fifty- 
fecond  year,  had  been  returned  by  the 
conflables  in  the  militia  lift — and  he 
had  come  with  a  groat  in  his  hand  to 
fearch  the  parifh-regifter  for  his  age* 
The  parfon  bid  the  poor  fellow  put  the 
groat  into  his  pocket,  and  go  into  the 
kitchen — then  {hutting  the  ftudy-door, 
and  taking  down  the  parifh-regifter— 
•who  knows,  fays  he,  but  I  may  find  fomc- 
thing  here  about  this  f elf-fame  watch-coat  ? 
He  had  fcarce  unclafped  the  book,  in 
faying  this,  when  he  popped  on  the  very 
thing  he  wanted,  fairly  wrote  in  the  firft 
page,  pafled  to  the  infide  of  one  of  the 
covers,  whereon  was  a  memorandum 
about  the  very  thing  in  queftion* 
in  thefe  exprefs  words — Memorandum* 
"  The  great  watch-coat  was  .purchafed 
"  and  given,  above  two  hundred  years 
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"  ago,  by  the  lord  of  the  manor  to  this 
««  parim-church,  to  the  fole  ufe  and  be- 
"  hoof  of  the  poor  fextons  thereof,  and 
"  their  fucceflbrs  for  ever,  to  be  worn 
"  by  them  refpeclively  in  winterly  cold 
"  nights  in  ringing  complines,  pafftng-bclls^ 
"  &c.  which  the  faid  lord  of  the  manor 
"  had  done  in  piety  to  keep  the  poor 
"  wretches  warm,  and  for  the  good  of 
"  his  own  foul,  for  which  they  were  di- 
*(  reeled  to  pray,  &c."  Juji  Heaven!  faid 
the  parfon  to  himfelf,  looking  upwards, 
what  an  efcape  have  I  had  !  give  this  for 
an  under-petticoat  to  Trim'j-  wife  ?  I  would 
not  have  confented  to  fuch  a  defecration  to 
be  Primate  of  all  England— w#y,  /  would 
not  have  difturbed  a  fmgle  button  of  It  for 
all  my  tythes. 

Scarce  were  the  words  out  of  his 
mouth,  when  in  pops  Trim  with  the 
whole  fubjeft  of  the  exclamation  under 
both  his  arms — I  fay  under  both  hi> 
arms — for  he  had  actually  got  it  ript  and 
cut  out  ready,  his  own  jerkin  under  one 
arm,  and  the  petticoat  under  the  other, 
in  order  to  carry  to  the  taylor  to  be 
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made  up,  and  had  juft  ftepped  in,  in  high 
fpirits,  to  fhew  the  parfon  how  cleverly  it 
had  held  out. 

There  are  now  many  good  fimilies 
fubfifling  in  thp  world,  but  which  I  have 
time  neither  to  recollect  or  look  for, 
which  would  give  you  a  ftrong  concep- 
tion of  the  aftonimment  and  honeft  in- 
dignation which  this  unexpected  ftroke 
of  Trim's  impudence  impreffed  upon 
the  parfon's  looks — let  it  fuffice  to  fay, 
that  it  exceeded  all  fair  defcription — as 
•well  as  all  power  of  proper  refentment 

except  this,    that  Trim  was  ordered, 

in  a  flern  voice,  to  lay  the  bundles  down 
upon  the  table — to  Jgo  about  his  bufi- 
nefs,  and  wait  upon  him,  at  his  peril, 
the  next  morning  at  eleven  precifely. — 
Againft  this  hour,  like  a  wife  man,  the 
parfon  had  fent  to  defire  John  the  parifh- 
clerk,  who  bore  an  exceeding  good  cha- 
racter, as  a  man  of  truth,  and  who, 
having  moreover  a  pretty  freehold  of 
about  eighteen  pounds  a  year  in  the 
townfhip,  was  a  leading  man  in  it  j  and, 
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upon  the  whole,  was  fuch  a  one,  of 
whom  it  might  be  faid,  that  he  rather 
did  honour  to  his  office,  than  that  his 
office  did  honour  to  him — him  he  fends 
for,  with  the  churchwardens,  and  one 
of  the  fidefmen,  a  grave  knowing  old 
man,  to  be  prefent — for,  as  Trim  had 
withheld  the  whole  truth  from  the  par- 
fon  touching  the  watch-coat,  he  thought 
it  probable  he  would  as  certainly  do  the 
fame  thing  to  others.  Though  this,  I 
faid,  was  wife,  the  trouble  of  the  precau- 
tion might  have  been  fpared — becaufe 
the  parfon's  character  was  unblemimed 
— and  he  had  ever  been  held  by  the 
world  in  the  eftimation  of  a  man  of  ho- 
nour and  integrity.— Trim's  character, 
on  the  contrary,  was  as  well  known,  if 
not  in  the  world,  at  lead  in  all  the  pa- 
rim,  to  be  that  of  a  little,  dirty,  pimp- 
ing, pettifogging,  ambidextrous  fellow 
^who  neither  cared  what  he  did  or  faid 
of  any,  provided  he  could  get  a  penny 
by  it.  This  might,  I  faid,  have  made 
any  precaution  needlefs — but  you  muft 
Jcnow,  as  the  parfon  had  in  a  manner 
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but  juft  got  down  to  his  living,  he 
dreaded  the  confequences  of  the  leaft  ill 
impreffion  on  his  firft  entrance  among 
his  parifhioners,  which  would  have  dif* 
abled  him  from  doing  them  the  good  he 
xvifhed — fo  that  out  of  regard  to  his 
flock,  more  than  the  necefiary  care  due 
to  himfelf — he  was  refolved  not  to  lie  at 
the  mercy  of  what  refentment  might  vent, 
or  malice  lend  an  ear  to.—- 

Accordingly  the  whole  matter  was  re- 
hearfed,  from  firft  to  laft,  by  the  parfon, 
in  the  manner  I've  told  you,  in  the  hear- 
ing of  John  the  parim-clerk,  and  in  the 
prefence  of  Trim. 

Trim  had  little  to  fay  for  himfelf,  ex- 
cept "  that  the  parfon  had  abfolutely 
promifed  to  befriend  him  and  his  wife  in 
the  affair  to  the  utmoft  of  his  power; 
that  the  watch-coat  was  certainly  in  his 
power,  and  that  he  might  flill  give  it 
him  if  he  pleafed." 

To  this  the  parfon's  reply  was  mort, 
but  ftrong,  "  That  nothing  was  in  hi5 
power  to  do,  but  what  he  could  do  ho- 
•nejlly — that,  in  giving  the  coat  to  him 
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and  his  wife,  he  fhould  do  a  manifeft 
wrong  to  the  next  fexton,  the  great 
watch-coat  being  the  moft  comfortable 
part  of  the  place — that  he  (hould  more- 
over injure  the  right  of  his  own  fuc- 
ceflbr,  who  would  be  juft  fo  much  a  worfe 
patron,  as  the  worth  of  the  coat  amounted 
to ;  and,  in  a  word,  he  declared,  that 
his  whole  intent  in  promifing  that  coat, 
was  charity  to  Trim,  but  wrong  to  no 
man — that  was  a  referve,  he  faid,  made 
in  all  cufes  of  this  kind :  and  he  declared 
folemnly,  -in  verbo  facer dotis,  that  this 
was  his  meaning,  and  was  fb  underftood 
by  Trim  himfelf." 

With  the  weight  of  this  truth,  and 
the  great  good  ferife  and  ftrong  reafon 
which  accompanied  all  the  parfon  faid 
on  the  fubjed— poor  Trim  was  driven  to 
his  laft  ftiift — and  begged  he  might  be 
fuffered  to  plead  his  right  and  title  to 
the  watch-coat,  if  not  by  promife,  at 
lead  by  fervitude — it  was  well  known 
how  much  he  was  entitled  to  it  upon 
thefe  fcores:  that  he  had  blacked  the 
parfon's  flioes  without  count,  and  greafed 
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his  boots  above  fifty  times — that  he  had 
run  for  eggs  in  the  town  upon  all  occa- 
fions — whetted  the  knives  at  all  hours — 
catched  his  horfe,  and  rubbed  him  down 
— that,  for  his  xvife,  me  had  been  ready 
upon  all  occafions  to  char  for  them ;  and 
neither  he  nor  me,  to  the  beft  of  his  re- 
membrance, ever  took  a  farthing,  or 
any  thing  beyond  a  mug  of  ale. — To 
this  account  of  his  fervices,  he  begged 
leave  to  add  thofe  of  his  wifhes,  which, 
he  faid,  had  been  equally  great — he  af- 
firmed, and  was  ready,  he  faid,  to  make 
it  appear,  by  a  number  of  witnefles, 
"  he  had  drank  his  reverence's  health 
a  thoufand  times  (by  the  bye  he  did  not 
add  out  of  the  parfon's  own  ale)— that 
he  had  not  only  drank  his  health,  but 
wifhed  it,  and  never  came  to  the  houfe 
but  afked  his  man  kindly  how  he  did  ; 
that,  in  particular,  about  half  a  year 
ago,  when  his  reverence  cut  his  finger 
in  paring  an  apple,  he  went  half  a  mile  * 

*  "  Long  before  any  thing  of  my  Patent  \va$ 
*'  thought  of,  I  not   only  moft  fincerely  lamented 
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to  afk  a  cunning  woman  what  was  good 
to  (launch  blood,  and  actually  returned 
with  a  cobweb  in  his  breeches  pocket. 
Nay,  fays  Trim,  it  was  not  a  fortnight 
ago,  when  your  reverence  took  that 
ftrong  purge,  that  I  went  to  the  far  end 
of  the  whole  town,  to  borrow  you  a 
clofeftool  —  and  came  back,  as  the 
neighbours  who  flouted  me  will  all  bear 
witnefs,  with  the  pan  upon  my  head, 
and  never  thought  it  too  much."  Trim 
concluded  this  pathetic  remonftrance 
with  faying  "  he  hoped  his  reverence's 
heart  would  not  fuffer  him  to  requite  fo 
many  faithful  fervices  by  fo  unkind  a  re- 
turn : — that  if  it  was  fo,  as  he  was  the 
firft,  fo  he  hoped  lie  mould  be  the  laft 
example  of  a  man  of  his  condition  fo 
treated." — This  plan  of  Trim's  defence, 
which  Trim  had  put  himfelf  upon,  could 
admit  of  no  other  reply  than  a  general 

"  the  Archbifhop's  illncfs,  but  made  it  my  bufi- 
"  nefs  to  enquire  after  every  place  and  remedy  that 
"  might  help  his  Grace  in  his  complaints." 

Extraft  of  a  Letter  from  Dr.  Topham, 

p.  26.  of  Dr.  Fountayne's  Anfiver. 
VOL.  X.  N 


i  fmile. — Upon  the  whole,  let  me  inform 
you,  that  all  that  could  be  faid  pro  and 
con,  on  both  fides,  being  fairly  heard, 
it  was  plain  that  Trim  in  every  part  of 
this  affair  had  behaved  very  ill  and 
one  thing,  which  was  never  expected 
to  be  known  of  him,  happened  in  the 
courfe  of  this  debate  to  come  out  againft 
him,  namely,  that  he  had  gone  and  told 
the  parfon,  before  he  had  ever  fet  foot 
in  his  parifh  *,  that  John  his  parifh- 
clerk — his  church-wardens,  and  fome 
of  the  heads  of  the  parifh,  were  a  par- 
cel of  fcoundrels — Upon  the  upftiot, 
Trim  was  kick'd  out  of  doors,  and  told  at 

^ his  peril  never  to  come  there  again. 

At  firft,  Trim  hufFd  and  bounced 
mod  terribly -^fwore  he  would  get  a 
warrant— that  nothing  would  ferve  him 

*  In  Dr.  Fountayne's  Pamphlet,  p.  18  and  19. 
Dr.  Topham  is  charged  with  having  affured  Arch- 
bimop  Hutton,  before  he  came  into  the  Diocefe, 
that  the  Dean  and  Chapter  of  York  were  a  fet  of 
Jlrange  people,  and  that  he  would  find  it  very  diffi- 
cult, if  not  impojjille,  to  live  upon  good  terms  with 
them. 
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but  he  would  call  a  bye-law,  and  tell 
the  whole  parifh  how  the  parfon  had 
mifufed  him ;  but  cooling  of  that,  as 
fearing  the  parfon  might  poflibly  bind 
him  over  to  his  good  behaviour,  and, 
for  aught  he  knew,  might  fend  him  to 
the  houfe  of  correction,  he  lets  the  par- 
fon alone,  and  to  revenge  himfelf  falls 
foul  upon  the  clerk,  who  has  no  more 
to  do  in  the  quarrel  than  you  or  I — rips 
up  the  promife  of  the  old — caft  —  pair 
of  black — plufli — breeches ;  and  raife& 
an  uproar  in  the  town  about  it,  notwith- 
ftanding  it  had  ilept  ten  years — but  all 
this,  you  mud  know,  is  looked  upon 
in  no  other  light  but  as  an  artful  flrok^e 
of  generalfhip  in  Trim  to  raife  a  duft, 
and  cover  himfelf  under  the  difgraceful 
chaftifement  he  has  undergone. 

If  your  curiofity  is  not  yet  fatisfied — 
I  will  now  proceed  to  .relate  the  battle  of 
the  breeches  in  the  fame  exact  manner  L 
have  done  that  of  the  watch-coat. 

Be    it    known   then,    that    about    ten 
years    ago,    when    John    was    appointed 
pariih-clerk  of  this  church,  this  faid  Trim. 
N  2 
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took  no  fmall  pains  to  get  into  John's 
good  graces,  in  order,  as  it  afterwards 
appeared,  to  coax  a  promife  out  of  him 
of  a  pair  of  breeches,  which  John  had 
then  by  him,  of  black  plufli,  not  much 
the  worfe  for  wearing — Trim  only  beg- 
ged, for  God's  fake,  to  have  them  be- 
llowed upon  him  when  John  mould  think 
fit  to  caft  them. — 

Trim  was  one  of  thofe  kind  of  men 
•who  loved  a  bit  of  finery  in  his  heart, 
and  would  rather  have  a  tatter 'd  rag  of  a 
better  body's,  than  the  beft  plain  whole 
thing  his  wife  could  fpin  him. 

John,  who  was  naturally  unfufpicious, 
made  no  more  difficulty  of  promifing 
the  breeches  than  the  parfon  had  done 
in  promifing  the  great  coat ;  and  in- 
deed with  fomething  lefs  referve — be- 
caufe  the  breeches  were  John's  own,  and 
he  could  give  them,  without  wrong,  to 
whom  he  thought  fit. 

It  happened,  I  was  going  to  fay  un- 
luckily, but  I  mould  rather  fay  mofl 
luckily,  for  Trim,  for  he  was  the  only 
gainer  by  it,  that  a  quarrel,  about  fome 
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fix  or  eight  weeks  after  this,  broke  out 
betwixt  the  *  late  parfon  or  the  parifh 
and  John  the  clerk.  Somebody  (and 
it  was  thought  to  be  nobody  but  Trim} 
had  put  it  into  the  parfon's  head,  "  that 
John's  defk  f  in  the  church  was  at  the 
lead  four  inches  higher  than  it  fhould 
be — that  the  thing  gave  offence,  and 
was  indecorous,  inafmuch  as  it  ap-p 
preached  too  near  upon  a  level  with 
the  parfon's  defk  itfelf."—  This  hard- 
fhip  the  parfon  complained  of  loudly, 
and  told  John,  one  day  after  prayers, 
"  he  could  bear  it  no  longer — and 
would  have  it  altered,  and  brought 
down  as  it  mould  be."  John  made  no 
other  reply,  but  "  that  the  delk  was 
not  of  his  raifmg  : — that  'twas  not  one 
hair -breadth  higher  than  he  found  it— 
and  that  as  he  found  it  fo  he  would 

*   Archbifliop  Herring. 

f  This  alludes  to  the  right  of  appointing 
preachers  fer  the  vacant  italls,  which  Dr.  Foun- 
tayne,  as  Deau  of  York,  claimed  againft  the  Arch- 
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leave  it.  In  fhort,  he  would  neither 
make  an  encroachment,  neither  would 
he  fuffer  one." — The  late  parfon  might 
have  his  virtues,  but  the  leading  part 
of  his  character  was  not  humility — fo  that 
John's  iliffnefs  in  this  point  was  not  likely 
to  reconcile  matters. — This  was  Trim's 
harveft. 

After  a  friendly  hint  to  John  to  ftand 
his  ground,  away  hies  Trim  to  make  his 
market  at  the  vicarage. — What  pafled 
there  I  will  not  fay,  intending  not  to  be 
uncharitable ;  fo  mail  content  myfelf 
with  only  gueffing  at  it  from  the  fud- 
den  change  that  appeared  in  Trim's 
drefs  for  the  better — for  he  had  left 
his  old  ragged  coat,  hat,  and  wig,  in 
the  (table,  and  was  come  forth  ftrut- 
ting  acrofs  the  church-yard,  yclad  in 
a  good  charitable  caft  coat,  large  hat, 
and  wig,  which  the  parfon  had  juft 
given  him. — Ho  !  ho  !  hollo  !  John, 
cries  Trim,  in  an  infolent  bravo,  as 
loud  as  ever  he  could  bawl — fee  here, 
my  lad,  how  fine  I  am. — The  more 
fhame  for  you,  anfwered  John  ferioufly 
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—Do  you  think,  Trim,  fays  he,  fuch 
finery,  gained  by  fuch  fervices,  becomes 

you,  or  can  wear  well  ? Fye  upon  it, 

Trim,  I  could  not  have  expected  this 
from  you,  confidering  what  friendmip 
you  pretended,  and  how  kind  I  have 
ever  been  to  you — how  many  (hillings, 
and  fixpences,  I  have  generoufly  lent 
you  in  your  diflrefles. — Nay,  it  was  but 
the  other  day  that  I  promifed  you  thefe 
black  plum  breeches  I  have  on. — Rot 
your  breeches,  quoth  Trim  (for  Trim's 
brain  was  half  turn'd  with  his  new 
finery),  rot  your  breeches,  fays  he — I 
would  not  take  them  up  were  they  laid 

at   my  door — give  them,  and  be  d d 

to  you,  to  whom  you  like — I  would 
have  you  to  know  I  can  have  a  better 
pair  of  the  parfon's  any  day  in  the 

vveek. John     told     him     plainly,     as 

his  word  had  once  paffed  him,  he  had 
a  fpirit  above  taking  advantage  of  his 
infolence  in  giving  them  away  to  ano- 
ther— but,  to  tell  him  his  mind  freely, 
he  thought  he  had  got  fo  many  favours 
of  that  kind,  and  was  fo  likely  to  get 
N  4 


i«4  THE  HISTORY  OF 

many  more  for  the  fame  fervices,  of 
the  parfon,  that  he  had  better  give  up 
the  breeches,  with  good  nature,  to 
fome  one  who  would  be  more  thankful 
for  them. 

Here  John  mentioned  Mark  *  Slender 
(who  it  feems  the  day  before  had  afked 
John  for  them),  not  knowing  they  were 
under  promife  to  TT/OT— "  Come,  Trim, 
fays  he,  let- poor  Mark  have  them — you 
know  he  has  not  a  pair  to  his  a — ,  be- 
fides,  you  fee  he  is  juft  of  my  fize,  and 
they  will  fit  to  a  T,  whereas  if  I  give 
'em  to  you,  look  ye,  they  are  not  worth 
much,  and  befides  you  could  not  get 
your  backfide  into  them,  if  you  had 
them,  without  tearing  them  all  to  pieces." 
•—Every  tittle  of  this  was  mofl  un- 
doubtedly true,  for  Trim,  you  muft 
know,  by  foul-feeding,  and  playing  the 
goodfellow  at  the  parfon's,  was  grown 
fomewhat  grofs  about  the  lower  parts, 
if  not  higher ;  fo  that,  as  all  John  faid 
upon  the  occafion  was  facl;,  Trim  with 

*  Dr.  Braithwaite. 
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much  ado,  and  after  a  hundred  hums 
and  hahs,  at  laft,  out  of  mere  compaf- 
fion  to  Mark,figns  *,fea/s,  and  delivers  \tp 
ALL  RIGHT,  INTEREST  AND  PRETEN- 
SIONS WHATSOEVER  IN  AND  TO  'THE 

SAID  BREECHES,  THEREBY  BINDING  uis 

HEIRS,  EXECUTORS,  ADMINISTRATORS, 
AND  ASSIGNS  NEVER  MORE  TO  CALL 
THE  SAID  CLAIM  IN  QUESTION.— 

All  this  renunciation  was  let  forth,  in 
an  ample  manner,  to  be  in  pure  pity 
to  Mark's  nakednefs — but  the  fecret 
was,  Trim  had  an  eye  to,  and  firmly  ex- 
peded,  in  his  own  mind,  the  great 
green  pulph-cloth  f,  and  old  velvet 
cumion,  which  were  that  very  year 

*  Extra&  of  a  letter  from  Dr.  Topham  to  Dr. 
Fountayne  :  '*  As  Dr.  Ward  has  propofed  to  re- 
"  fign  the  jurifdidlion  of  Pickering  and  Pockling- 
"  ton  to  Dr.  Braithwaite,  if  you  have  not  any  other 
"  objeftion,  I  fhall  very  readily  give  up  what 
"  INTER  tsr  arifes  to  me  in  thefe  jurifdi£lions  from 
**  your  friendfhip  and  regard."  P.  5.  of  Dr.  Foun- 
tayne's  sfnfivfr  to  Dr.  Topham. 

f  The  Commiflaryfhip  of  Dean  of  York,  and 
the  CommifTarylhip  of  the  Dean  and  Chapter  of 
York. 
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:to  be  taken  down — which,  by  the  bye, 
could  he  have  wheedled  John  a  fecond 
time,  as  he  had  hoped,  would  have 
made  up  the  lofs  of  the  breeches  feven- 
:fold. 

Now  you  muft  know,  this  pulpit- 
cloth  and  cufhion  were  not  in  John's 
gift,  but  in  the  church-warden's*,  &c. 
However,  as  I  faid  above  that  John 
was  a  leading  man  in  the  parim,  Trim 
knew  he  could  help  him  to  'em  if  he 
would — but  John  had  got  a  furfeit  of 
m*m — fo,  when  the  pulpit-cloth,  &c. 
were  taken  down,  they  were  immedi- 
ately given  (John  having  a  great  fay  in 
it)  to  William  Dtet»  who  underftood  very 
well  what  ufe  to  make  of  them. 

As  for  the  old  breeches,  poor  Mark 
lived  to  wear  them  but  a  fhort  time, 
and  they  got  into  the  pofleffion  of  Lorry 
Sliml,  an  unlucky  wight,  by  whom 
they  are  ftill  worn — in  truth*  as  you 

*  The  members  of  the  Chapter. 

f  Mr.  Stables. 

;jl  Mr.  Sterne  himftlf. 
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will  guefs,  they  are  very  thin  by  this 
time. 

But  Lorry  has  a  light  heart,  and  what 
recommends  them  to  him  is  this,  that, 
as  thin  as  they  are,  he  knows  that  Trim, 
let  him  fay  what  he  will  to  the  contrary, 
ftill  envies  the  pojfcffbr  of  them,  and 
with  all  his  pride  would  be  very  glad  to 
wear  them  after  him. 

Upon  this  footing  have  thefe  affairs 
flept  quietly  for  near  ten  years, — and 
would  have  flept  for  ever,  but  for  the 
unlucky  kicking  bout,  which,  as  I 
faid,  has  ripped  this  fquabble  up  afrefli ; 
fo  that  it  was  no  longer  ago  than  lafl 
week,  that  Trim  met  and  *  infulted 
John  in  the  public  town-way  before  a 
hundred  people — tax'd  him  with  the 
promife  of  the  old  caft  pair  of  black 
breeches,  notwithftanding  Trim's  folemn 
renunciation — twitted  him  with  the  pul- 
pit-cloth and  velvet  cufhion — as  good 

*  At  the  Seffions  dinner,  where  Dr.  Topham 
charged  Dr.  Fountayne  with  the  breach  of  his 
promife,  in  giving  the  Commiflaryfhip  of  Pock- 
lington  and  Pickering  to  another  perfon. 
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as  told  him  he  was  ignorant  of  the  com- 
mon duties  of  his  clerkmip ;  adding, 
very  infolently,  that  he  knew  not  fo 
much  as  to  give  out  a  common  pfalm 
in  tune. 

'John  contented  himfelf  by  giving  a 
plain  anfwer  to  every  article  that  Trim 
had  laid  to  his  charge,  and  appealed 
to  his  neighbours  who  remembered  the 
whole  affair — and,  as  he  knew  there 
was  never  any  thing  to  be  got  by  wreft- 
Jing  with  a  chimney-fweeper,  he  was 
going  to  take  his  leave  of  Trim  for 
.  ever.  But  hold—  the  mob  by  this  time 
had  got  round  them,  and  their  high 
imghtinefles  infilled  upon  having  Trim 
tried  upon  the  fpot. 

'Trim  was  accordingly  tried,  and  after 
a  full  hearing,  was  convicted  a  fecond 
time,  and  handled  more  roughly  by  one 
or  more  of  them  than  even  at  the  par- 
fon's. 

Trim,  fays  one,  are  you  not  amamed 
of  yourfelf  to  make  all  this  rout  and 
difturbance  in  the  town,  and  fet  neigh- 
bours together  -by  the  ears,  about  an  old 
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—  worn-out  —  pair  of  caft  —  breeches 
not  worth  half  a  crown  ?  Is  there  a 
cafl  coat,  or  a  place  in  the  whole  town, 
that  will  bring  you  in  a  (hilling,  but 
what  you  have  fnapped  up  like  a  greedy 
hound  as  you  are  ? 

In  the  firft  place,  are  you  not  fexton 
and  dog-whipper*,  worth  three  pounds 
a  year  ?  Then  you  begged  the  church- 
wardens to  let  your  wife  have  the  waft- 
ing and  darning  of  the  church-linen, 
which  brings  you  in  thirteen  (hillings 
and  four-pence ;  then  you  have  fix  (hil- 
lings and  eight-pence  for  oiling  and 

-*  «  in  the  firft  place,  would  any  one  imagine 
"  that  Dr.  Topham,  who  was  now  Mafter  of  the 
"  Faculties — Commiflary  to  the  Archbifhop  of 
"  York— Official  to  the  Archdeacon  of  York— 
"  Official  to  the  Archdeacon  of  the  Eaft  Riding — 
«  Official  to  the  Archdeacon  of  Cleveland — Offi- 
"  cial  to  the  peculiar  jurifdidion  of  Howdenrtiire 
«  — Official  to  the  Precentor— Official  to  the 
"  Chancellor  of  the  Church  of  York— and  Offi- 
"  cial  to  feveral  of  the  Prebendaries  thereof, 
**  could  accept  of  fo  poor  an  addition  as  a  Com- 
"  miffaryfliip  of  five  gnineas  per  annum  ?"  P.  S.  of 
Dr.  Fountayne's  Anftver  to  Dr. 
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xvinding  up  the  clock,  both  paid  you  at 
Eafter — the  pounder's  place,  which  is 
worth  forty  (hillings  a  year,  you  have 
got  that  too — you  are  the  bailiff,  which 
the  late  parfon  got  you,  which  brings  you 
in  forty  {hillings  more. 

Befides  all  this,  you  have  fix  pounds 
a  year  paid  you  quarterly  for  being 
mole-catcher  to  the  parifh.  Aye,  fays 
the  lucklefs  wight  abovementioned  (who 
was  (landing  clofe  by  him  with  the 
plufh  breeches  on),  "  you  are  not  only 
mole-catcher,  Tri?n9  but  you  catch 
STRAT  CONIES  too  in  the  dark,  and 
you  pretend  a  licence  for  it,  which,  I 
trow,  will  be  looked  into  at  the  next 
quarter  femons."  I  maintain  it,  I  have 
a  licence,  fays  Trim,  blufhing  as  red  as 
fcarlet — I  have  a  licence,  and,  as  I  farm 
a  warren  in  the  next  parifh,  I  will  catch 
conies  every  hour  in  the  night.  Ton  catch 
conies !  fays  a  toothlefs  old  woman  jufl 
pairing  by. 

This  fet  the  mob  a-laughing,  and 
fent  every  man  home  in  perfeft  good 
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humour,  except  Trim,  who  waddled 
very  flowly  off  with  that  kind  of  inflex- 
ible gravity  only  to  be  equalled  by  one 
animal  in  the  creation,  and  furpafled 
by  none. 

I  am,  Sir, 

Yours,  &c.  &c. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

T  HAVE  broke  open  my  letter  to  inform 
•*  you,  that  I  miffed  the  opportunity  of 
fending  it  by  the  meffenger,  who  I  ex- 
pected would  have  called  upon  me  in 
his  return  through  this  village  to  York ; 
fo  it  has  lain  a  week  or  ten  days  by  me 
—I  am  not  forry  for  the  difappoint- 
ment,  becaufe  fomething  has  fince  hap- 
pened in  continuation  of  this  affair, 
which  I  am  thereby  enabled  to  tranfmit 
to  you  all  under  one  trouble. 

When  I  finimed  the  above  account,  I 
thought  (as  did  every  foul  in  the  parifh) 
Trim  had  met  with  fo  thorough  a  rebuff 
from  John  the  parifh-clerk,  and  the 
town's-folks,  who  all  took  againft  him, 
that  Trim  would  be  glad  to  be  quiet,  and 
let  the  matter  reft. 

But,  it  feems,  it  is  not  half  an  hour 
ago  fince  Trim*  fallied  forth  again,  and, 

*  Alluding    to    Dr.  Topham's    Reply    to    Dr. 
Fountayne's  Anfwer. 
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having  borrowed  a  fow-gelder's  horn, 
with  hard  blowing  he  got  the  whole 
town  round  him,  and  endeavoured  to 
raife  a  difturbance,  and  fight  the  whole 
battle  over  again — alleged  that  he  had 
been  ufed  in  the  lad  fray  worfe  than  a 
dog,  not  by  John  the  parifh-clerk,  for 
I  mould  not,  quoth  Trim,  have  valued 
him  a  rufii  fmgle-hands — but  all  the 
town  fided  with  him,  and  twelve  men 
in  buckram  *  fet  upon  me,  all  at  once, 
and  kept  me  in  play  at  fword's  point  for 
three  hours  together. 

Befides,  quolh  Trim,  there  were  two 
miibegotten  knaves  in  Kendal-green,  v.  ho 
lay  all  the  while  in  ambufli  in  John's. 
own  houfe,  and  they  all  fixteen  came 
upon  my  back,  and  let  drive  at  me  all 
together — a  plague,  fays  Trim,  of  all 
cowards., 

Trim  repeated  his  ftory  above  a  dozen 
times,  which  made  iome  of  the  neigh- 
bours pity  him,  thinking  the  poor  lei- 

*  In  Dr.  Topham's  Reply  he  afferts,  that  Dr. 
Fountayne's  Anfwcr  was  the  child  and  offspring  of 
many  parents  >  p.  1. 

VOL,  X.  O 
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low  crack-brain'd,  and  that  he  actually 
believed  what  he  faid. 

After  this  Trim  dropped  the  affair  of 
the  breeches,  and  began  a  frefh  difpute 
about  the  reading  defk,  which  I  told 
you  had  occafioned  fome  fmall  difpute 
between  the  late  parfon  and  yohn  fome 
years  ago.— This  reading  defk,  as  you 
will  obferve,  was  but  an  epifode  wove 
into  the  main  ftory  by  the  bye,  for  the 
main  affair  was  the  battle  of  the  breeches 
and  the  great  coat. 

However,  Trim  being  at  laft  driven 
out  of  thefe  two  citadels — he  has  feized 
hold,  in  his  retreat,  of  this  reading 
defk,  with  a  view,  as  it  feems,  to  take 
melter  behind  it. 

I  cannot  fay  but  the  man  has  fought 
it  out  obftinately  enough,  and,  had  his 
caufe  been  good,  I  mould  have  really 
pitied  him.  For,  when  he  was  driven 
out  of  the  great  ivatch-coat,  you  fee  he 
did  not  run  away ;  no — he  retreated  be- 
hind the  breeches,  and  when  he  could 
make  nothing  of  it  behind  the  breeches, 
he  got  behind  the  reading  defk.  To 
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what  other  hold  Trim  will  next  retreat, 
the  politicians  of  this  village  are  not 
agreed.  Some  think  his  next  move 
will  be  towards  the  rear  of  the  parfon's 
boot ;  but  as  it  is  thought  he  cannot 
make  a  long  (land  there,  others  are  of 
opinion,  that  Trim  will  once  more  in  his 
life  get  hold  of  the  parfon's  horfe,  and 
charge  upon  him,  or  perhaps  behind 
him:  but  as  the  horfe  is  not  eafy  to  be 
caught,  the  more  general  opinion  is, 
that,  when  he  is  driven  out  of  the 
reading  de{k,  he  will  make  his  laft:  re- 
treat in  fuch  a  manner,  as,  if  poflible, 
to  gain  the  clofeftool^  and  defend  himfelf 
behind  it  to  the  very  laft  drop. 

If  Trim  mould  make  this  movement, 
by  my  advice  he  mould  be  left,  befides 
his  citadel,  in  full  pofleflion  of  the  field 
of  battle,  where  'tis  certain  he  will  keep 
every  body  a  league  off,  and  may  hop 
by  himfelf  till  he  is  weary.  Befides,  as 
Trim  feems  bent  upon  purging  himfelf, 
and  may  have  abundance  of  foul  hu- 
mours to  work  off,  I  think  he  cannot  be 
better  placed. 

o  2 
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But  this  is  all  matter  of  fpeculation— - 
Let  me  carry  you  back  to  matter  of  fact, 
and  tell  you  what  kind  of  ftand  Trim 
has  actually  made  behind  the  faid  deik: 
"  Neighbours  and  townfmen  all,  I  will 
be  fworn  before  my  Lord  Mayor,  that 
John  and  his  nineteen  men  in  buckram 
have  abufed  me  worfe  than  a  dog,  for 
they  told  you  that  I  play'd  faft  and  go 
loofe  with  the  late  parfon  and  him  in 
that  old  difpute  of  theirs  about  the 
reading  de/k^  arid  that  I  made  matters 
worfe  between  them,  and  not  better." 

Of  this  charge  Trim  declared  he  was 
as  innocent  as  the  'child  that  was  unborn 
—that  he  would  be  book-fworn  he  had 
no  hand  in  it. 

He  produced  a  ftrong  witnefs,  and 
moreover  infinuated,  that  "John  himfelf, 
inftead  of  being  angry  for  what  he  had 
done  in  it,  had  actually  thanked  him—- 
Aye, Trim,  fays  the  wight  in  the  plum 
breeches,  but  that  was,  Trim,  the  day 
before  John  found  thee  out.  Befides, 
Trim,  there  is  nothing  in  that,  for  the 
Tery  year  that  you  was  made  town's 
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pounder,  thou  knoweft  well  that  I  both 
thanked  thee  myfelf,  and  moreover 
gave  thee  a  good  warm  fupper  for  turn- 
ing John  Lund's  cows  and  horfes  out  of 
my  hard  corn  clofe,  which  if  thou  hadft 
not  done  (as  thou  toldft  me),  I  mould 
have  loft  my  whole  crop  j  whereas  John 
Lund  and  Thomas  Patt,  who  are  both 
here  to  teftify,  and  are  both  willing  to 
take  their  oaths  on't,  that  thou  thyfelf 
waft  the  very  man  who  fet  the  gate  open 
—and  after  all,  it  was  not  thee,  Trim, 
'twas  the  blackfmith's  poor  lad  who 
turned  them  out — fo  that  a  man  may 
be  thanked  and  rewarded  too  for  a 
good  turn  which  he  never  did,  nor  ever 
did  intend. 

Trim  could  not  fuftain  this  unexpected 
ftroke — fo  Trim  marched  off  the  field 
without  colours  flying,  or  his  horn 
founding,  or  any  other  enfigns  of  ho- 
nour whatever. — Whether  after  this  Trim 
intends  to  rally  a  fecond  time — or  whe- 
ther he  may  not  take  it  into  his  head  to 
claim  the  victory— none  but  Trim  himfelf 
can  inform  you. 
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However,  the  general  opinion  upon 
the  whole  is  this,  that,  in  three  feveral 
pitch'd  battles,  Trim  has  been  fo  trimnfd 
as  never  difaftrous  hero  was  trimnfd  be- 
fore. 


FINIS. 
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